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'Mountain Battles should have the power to entrance 
new acolytes at the same time as delighting the 
faithful." 



"A suite of haunting subterranean pop" 



e Guardian 
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'It was just like... 
pause. Hit the pause 
button for a bit' 

- Portishead, p32 
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I'm listening to Teuton ik Disaster, a compilation 
released in 2003 of German " new-wave funk, 
trashdisko and hobbyrock" from the late Seventies/ 
early Eighties, a CD turned up at random during 
my ritual mid-life cleansing of my music collection, 
a refined parade of confused apparatchi(c)ks and 
mumbling coiffured boys casting elegant shapes on 
the dancefloor. It pleases me: reminds me of how in 
my teens I much preferred the osmosis of the YMCA 
(yes, really) and Boy's Club discos, with their get-all 
policy welcoming both male and female, and with 
the understanding it was a good time you were 
after, to the drab alternative of watching dire, 
moody men playing dire male guitar making dire 
male sounds in dire male pubs. I never understood 
the attraction of the locker room. I always wanted 
to be in a place where my feet had the freedom to 
move, and my arms and hands could make random 
pointing movements in the air. 

Disco fed my libido, throbbed through my very 
existence (whether I wanted it to or not), informed 
my appetite for the adult world. Sure, I was aware 
of the 'disco sucks' parties those crazy hipster 
yanks would hold, but to be frank, I never trusted 
the punks - or the yanks - anyway. Away from my 
tribal instincts (where I always favoured the Mods 
cos they had dance music - Northern Soul), it soon 
became apparent fashion in music existed only as 
a marketing device. What did that have to do with 
an appreciation - cerebral and physical - of music? 
For decades now, I've been in thrall to the funk. 
And what is disco, if not a natural extension of 
thefunk? It didn't occur to me then that one day 
disco was everywhere, the next it was gone... but 
it sure does now. What a waste. 

I never figured out why, either - didn't even 
give it a thought until I started reading through 
kicking_k's excellent cover feature on Glass Candy, 
Chromatics and Italians Do It Better. "Musical 
history is not written by the winners, but by the 
media..." Ouch! Take that all you Simon Reynolds 
acolytes and Bob Stanley revisionists, with your 
selective remembrances. 

So yeah: Glass Candy and Chromatics, Giorgio 
Moroder (stripped-down disco, not the string-laden 
atrocities of many a suburban nightclub), Teutonik 
Disaster, Pylon, Jackson 5, Chic, Ze Records. . . 
let's bring the underground back into the vilified 
mainstream, or the mainstream back into the 
derided underground, or whatever it is he wrote. 

My dancing shoes are under the table, and 
itching to be used. 
Everett True 



There's a bit in kicking_k's cover feature where 
Troubleman Unlimited and Italians Do It Better 
founder Mike Simonetti says, "If we become 
popular, there'd be a backlash tomorrow. " It's the 
kind of thing interviewees say sometimes, and it's 
usually just indicative of a false coyness undermined 
by a concurrent eagerness for exposure. 

In this case, however, it rang a bit more true - 
not least because I knew Kick and Louis had been 
chasing Simonetti, Glass Candy's Johnny Jewel and 
Chromatics' Adam Miller round a virtual maze of 
emails, missed calls and time differences for a few 
weeks now, a level of un-communication that 
went beyond mere disorganisation and lack of PR 
person, and that would have prompted many other 
journalists to give up with the interview altogether. 

Despite Simonetti's anti-marketing savvy, it 
wasn'tjust that the Italians were being deliberately 
guarded. When we did hear from them, they were 
friendly. It was more the simple reason that they run 
on musician time, which doesn't -shouldn't -often 
allowfor picking up the phone and explaining what 
it is you do. When such people do get back to you 
(and they did) they often provide a much more 
interesting, realistic window onto their work. 

Frustrating as it might seem, sometimes I almost 
wish more musicians were like this. Finally pinning 
down Portishead, one got the sense of a band just 
as concerned with their process and suspicious of 
the media, wary of any directives that dictate 
musicians move at this pace or that speed relative to 
success - and the resultant interview seemed to hint 
that, while this certainly wasn't the easiest stance to 
take, it contributed a lot to the uncompromising 
sound of 777/rd, their first studio album in 10 years. 

Elsewhere, a group of radical ecologists make 
atmospheric black metal in the woods of the Pacific 
Northwest, Wolves In The Throne Room's Aaron 
Weaver expressing a wish "to only play music on 
special occasions where [it] can be woven 
harmoniously into our local existence" ; a 2 1 -year- 
old dubstep producer composes a track a day 
(Benga: "if I write 1 5 songs, five of them's gonna 
be good"); and if The Wave Pictures seem way too 
young and intelligent to limit their worldviewtojust 
three chords, you can be sure there's a plan to their 
purism that keeps their wry pop songs stuck in our 
heads. I always wanted Plan B to be the magazine to 
read if you wanted to know how people did stuff - 
process, praxis, call it whatever you like, but it's a 
good month when it works out like that. And we 
love the cover illo too. 
Frances Morgan 
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a rock action sampler: spring 2008 

Words: Euan Andrews 

Mogwai photography: Steve Gullick 

Plan B is proud to cross swords with 
the mighty Rock Action label, as 
they parade their stable of ferocious 
rock monsters, Kraut-flavoured 
psychonauts, canny songsmiths and 
sleek electro beasts before yr ears - 
including an exclusive newouting 
by label masterminds Mogwai 

Kling Klang 

Apex 

Lie back, try to relax. There may be some 
unpleasantness to come, but for now, allow 
Kling Klang to cruise with you down a starry night 
autobahn, with 'Apex' -taken from their (so-far) 
career-encompassing Esthetick Of Destruction. 

Rememberremember 

Fountain Mountain 

Glasgow's Graeme Ronald will keep you feeling 
bucolic, taking you by the hand through fields 
where the harvest is being brought in, late summer 
sun glinting off commuter belt bungalows, a good 
job of work for all and the earth under your feet. 

James Orr Complex 

Man-O-WarWay 

Recorded in Sao Paulo, yet that finger-picking 
still makes me think of dusty lamp-lit Strathclyde 
tenement stairs. Chris Mack was once guitarist in 
Glaswegian post-rockers Eska, but now he is James 
Orr Complex, following his own inner John Fahey 
down whatever roads may beckon. 

Envy 

Shield Of Selflessness 

This is the sound of a thing of great beauty being 
destroyed in a fit of self-annihilating rage. Envy 
have been blasting the hardcore from Japan for 
1 6 years; this is from 2006's Insomniac Doze and 
should worm its way into your head as you survey 
the wreckage around you, trying to make sense 
of whatever impulse drove you to this. 

Errors 

National Prism 

Travelling again, this time along the edges of 
a multi-faceted, vastly complex three-dimensional 
shape. Errors first album is on its way to you, It's 
Not Something But It Is Like Whatever, a tooled-up 
razor-sharp electro organism it is as well. 



Teenage Jesus Records 




Mogwai 

Dracula Family 

This exclusive track from Rock Action's heid 
bummers is a slow blooming multi-coloured 
starburst. Mogwai are increasingly able to precisely 
evoke the giddy sense of a rising feeling of euphoria 
and, dare I say it, joy. 

Part Chimp 

Bring Back The Sound 

Turn it up LOUD, stand in the middle of the storm 
that starts to surround you and ROAR! !! Climb 
up to the tops of rain and wind-lashed peaks and 
ROAR!!! Get down on your knees, pray to God that 
the afterlife does exist and is at least one-1 Oth as 
good as the feeling you get when this song plays. 

Kling Klang 

Hvydale 

A theme for huge, evil robots bent on global 
destruction, the marching beat of 2 1 st Century 
neo-warpigs, sightless dead eyes swivelling left, 
right, saluting any tattered flag waved in front of 
their noses for them to 
smell the last dregs of 
a noble cause. Big jobs! 



OUT NO 
WILD BEE DISTANT MOUNTAINS 
AVANT ELECTRO BAND FROM 
ADAM GREEN'S BAND SIDE PROJECT 



FEATU 



t Steven Mertens Parker Kindred 
Brian Geltner Dart Davis Michael Dirsh 
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Trout 

Lying Face Down 

Down at the art school 
disco, I hope this is 
the disc playing, 
preferably on an old 
dansette while girls 
in flat shoes and blue 
stockings twist and 
jitter. Trout have been 
around in Glasgow 
since the early Nineties, 
their Norma Jean 
EP continues their 
shredded garage 
rampage. 



Desalvo 

Ripper Situation 

Conning towards you like carving knives swishing 
through the air inches from your puffy face, Desalvo 
have just recorded their Mood Poisoner debut 
album in five days flat. The result is pure torture- 
porn metal. Hide all sharp objects. 

James Orr Complex 

Free Harmony 

Get up in the morning, try to make amends 
and start afresh. Consider all the options and 
alternatives open to you and try to do what is best 
for everyone. There comes a time when you need 
to put all the bullshit behind you and move on, get 
some new life moving through the tired old you. 

Errors 

Mr Milk 

Hey, get that disco boogie sound coming from 
the industrial refinery! This is our collective future. 
Imagine a pair of steel pistons pumping up and 
down in pink high heels, a spinning glitter ball 
shining like a fraudulent moon, for ever and ever, 
long after you're all gone. 

Part Chimp 

Dirty Sun 

The air is filled with black filth, weak remains of 
light filtering through oily smog and dirt. Flies clog 
your mouth and fill your gullet as you stumble 
blindly through the choking swamp, waiting for 
the earth to swallow you up again. 

Envy 

AWarm Room 

A live version of the final track from Insomniac Doze, 
I picture a sea of lighters in the air, flames growing 
in intensity as the oxygen is sucked out of the room 
and replaced with an incendiary fireball rushing 
through the auditorium at maximum heat and 
volume, before a final, swift self-combustion. 
www.rock-action.co.uk 
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noise builds 

Words: Euan Andrews, Daniel Barrow and Matt Evans 

Lee Patterson Photography: Bryony Mclntyre 



instal 08 

The Arches, Glasgow 

Self-Cancellation 

Friday night's Self-Cancellation event is 
an evening of performances based around 
the work of Fluxus artist Gustav Metzger, 
in particular his 1959 Manifesto for Auto- 
Destructive Art. We are ushered between, 
among others, Lee Patterson magnifying 
the sounds of burning seeds, John Butcher 
playing the decaying feedback of his 
saxophone, the reed never entering his mouth, 
and Rhodri Davies wreaking violence upon 
a suspended harp. 

This is sound eating itself, cause and effect 
leading to final negation. Most spectacularly, 
Mark and John Bain place oscillators and 
seismic sensors around The Arches and actually 
'play' the building itself, an attempt to cancel 
physical space. The roar which ensues is like 
sound solidifying itself around you, the air 
literally vibrating. The entire building is alive. 
God knows what the diners in The Arches 
restaurant make of it over their paninis. (EA) 

Energy Births Form 

For all its high-concept brief, singing of 
transcendence through persistence, Energy 
Births Form is a simple idea: take 1 
uncompromisingly harsh improvisers and 
make them play at full powerforthree hours, 
an ultraviolent Theatre Of Eternal Music. 
Right from the opening seconds, it's an 
overload of hot-blade torture and sub-zero 



orgasm. Twin drummers Ben Haii (Graveyards) 
and Sabu Toyozumi (Haino, Brotzmann) do 
the most physical damage with their anaerobic 
battery. Saxophonists David Keenan (Tight 
Meat) and Don Dietrich (Borbetomagus) clash 
panic attacks, only to be out-shrieked by the 
razor-larynx and blank ennui of Hijokaidan's 
Junko.Sun-Ra double-bassist Alan Silva tries 
to provide some solid ground, but he's a man 
made of feathers trying to erect a tent in 
a storm with no eye. The little subtlety there 
is can be hard to place - is that incongruously 
elegant chime coming from Michiyo Yagi's 
lush, anachronistic koto, the Blue Peter-style 
tabletop electronics of Incapacitants' Toshiji 
Mikawa, orthe chain draped over Kazuo Imai's 
guitar strings? 

The point is made, gloriously, after 1 5 
minutes. At an hour, the mind wanders. At 
two it all seems futile -even in hell you get a 
massage once a day, just to make the pain more 
exquisite. The third and final hour is the same, 
only harder, faster, better. And then we all fall 
down. The brief was a bust. Turns out you don't 
conceive entirely new music by breaking down 
the wall of exhaustion. You just make the same 
music, only for longer. But forget concept, ears 
are all. Sound shatters armour. (ME) 

Aileen Campbell/Neil Davidson/ 
Robin Hay ward 

I've come to Stereo - a bare neon-lit dungeon 
-hungry for noise, anticipating KMVSNI's 
noxious emissions. The DJ pumps out The Pop 
Group, Cabaret Voltaire - music for wired 



intellectuals. Two men and a woman sit down 
on stage, not an electronics board or contact 
mike in sight; I feel almost betrayed. Slowly, 
slowly, they tease out fragments of sound. 
Sliding his hands down a bow on his horizontal 
acoustic's fretboard, Neil Davidson produces 
a sound like someone gradually being turned 
inside-out; Aileen Campbell emits pre-lingual 
syllables, chitinousskitterings, bent scat notes, 
high throaty scrapings. 

This is a recreation of a trip up Glasgow 
University's belltower, a key part of 
the city's psychogeography, and 
it sounds like it: bare, wet, dark, 
slowly ascending. 
Robin Hay ward 
seems surgically 
attached to 
his tuba, 
his body 
reduced 
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The entire building is alive 



? 






mere bellows; he erupts with 
enormous pitch-black rumbles, 
detonates long farts of sound, 
the sound of breath scraping metal. 
The art students at my feet, half-drunk, 
chatter loudly; emphatic snoring noises 
come from the back. Fuck 'em: I'm 
monstrously hungry, heavily fatigued, 
and even I can see how brilliantly fucked- 
up this is; a freakish audio-hallucination of 
a space that isn't there. Campbell intensifies, 
chattering like a broken typewriter (reverse 
ecstatics- the trance of an exorcism subject); 
the drones sound like Satanic machinery 
running down to nothing. I escape into the 
borrowed night, a city of exile. (DB) 

Wandelweiser/Marginal consort 

Downstairs in The Arches, through the cafe, 
past the toilets and down to the end of a 
long corridor, is a room where Wandelweiser 
sit. There are three of them, very still, a 
trio of trombone, harmonica and flute, 
surrounded by empty tea cups and 
plates of biscuits, 

in a quiet space 

where they 

make the 



tiniest and most delicate of sounds, almost 
continuously for the three days of Instal. They 
listen to the room, the room listens in return 
and together they transform into a new space. 

Marginal Consort spend Sunday 
afternoon also bending new shapes out 
of sound, time and space. Playing as a quartet 
for the first time since the recent death of 
their fifth member, Fushitsusha bassist Yasushi 
Ozawa, the Japanese improvisers place 
themselves in opposite corners of the large 
Arches floor, each individual using a variety 
of instruments, objects, sound manipulators 
and mixers. 

From the faintest of scratchings and 
scrabblings, as though foraging through the 
earth and undergrowth, Kazuo Imai (once 
of Taj Mahal Travellers) and his three associates 
build individual designs which begin to create 
a larger all-encompassing space. The audience 
is free to move through and around the 
musicians, all senses alive. At certain points 
of the experience, particularly one hour in 
as a great, arcing crescendo finally diminishes 
and splinters, I find myself close to tears, 
although tears of what I have no idea. At the 
three hours' end, the lights go down and the 
area is softly filtered into gentle darkness. (EA) 
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the void 



chipmunk 

Words: Thorn Gibbs 
Photography: Pat Pope 



It's hard enough being 17, but try making time for Westwood, promoting 
your third mix CD, feeling like a role model, and still having to get up for 
sixth form. "You know what... it's hard," Chipmunk sighs. "Sometimes 
you might only get one hour's sleep, but you take the rough with the 
smooth. I'm looking to pick up producing, but I've got to finish my A-Levels, 
they're killing me right now." 

Chipmunk's 'doin alot'. I used to think that phrase betrayed grimesters 
looking to exaggerate their own importance; a way of reminding themselves 
that what they were pursuing was worthwhile in the face of an uninterested 
record industry and wider public. Turns out he's just really busy. When we 
speak he's on his way to act in a short film; not long ago he was on a youth 
football contract at QPR. 

He starts most of his answers with a frantic "You knowwhatitis...", as 
if he's solving a puzzle at speed. He realises he's on the verge of something. 
When he's on the microphone it's the opposite. "Cuzzy I'm Chipmunk," is 
his uncomplicated catchphrase. He reins himself in, taking pauses in weird 
places, skipping around the harsh thud of whatever beat he's riding. Like 
the noticeably casual Trim, he gives the impression of actually thinking 
about what he's saying. 

"A lot of grime doesn't have much lyrical content. MCs don't understand 
the art of a simile or a metaphor or a pun. My stuff's beyond just doing 1 6 
bars of a basic flow going 'duh-duh-duh-duh cat/duh-duh-duh-duh bat/ 
duh-duh-duh-duh rat/duh-duh-duh-duh mat' - anyone can do that all day 
long. Simple, one syllable, basic rhyming schemes. . . " he says, venomously. 
We quickly return to the familiar cul-de-sac of where grime's going, whether 
anyone is ever going to make it without filing the edge off their style. 







^SHOOTING AT * 

UNARMED MEN 




THE NEW ALBUM TRIPTYCH* OUT NOW 
NO-HJ ROCK HRJ I.I.J ANCh - NMK 



'I've got to finish my A-Levels, they I * 

are killing me right now' I **™™co 



Chipmunk, despite his relatively laidback flow, packs loads into his lyrics. 
The labels he's spoken to want him to "cheesify" . 

Exploding grime myths #1 : You gotta clash to get ahead. There was 
a time when the scene was all about battles. There's an infamous YouTube 
of Dizzee and the now-imprisoned Crazy Titch moments away from beating 
the crap out of each other after one got out of hand. Chipmunk's not 
interested: "lean understand why people could be jealous of me, but what 
am I going to do? Cuss everyone that cusses me? Nah, man. I'm a different 
breed. The second you involve yourself in other people's situations your 
music's strained. Ask anyone who has called my name like that - you get 
five minutes buzz, then you're back to square one. " 

Instead, since releasing his first mix CD at 1 4, Chipmunk has gradually 
built a reputation. With the similarly aged Ice Kid and Griminal coming 
through, there's a loose new generation of grime artists collating. How do 
they start? Where do they come from? 

"On my estate was a youth club called the Laundry Club and MCs who 
were leading the scene at that time like Fire Camp and Aftershock used to 
go there to practice. It got to the point where everyone had a lyric, so I wrote 
one and then I was gone. There were other MCs around me who had been 
going since they were 10 or 1 1. 1 had to get better- and quick." 

Exploding grime myths #2: Chipmunk's only in this thanks to Wiley. First 
time I saw Chip, Wiley was incongruously sharing a bill with Datarock at 
London electro hole Chalk. He gave half his stage time to this young kid who 
did a lot of looking down. But he's no father figure: "To keep himself at his 
level, Wiley needs the best around him. With that label above his head as 
the 'godfather of grime', anyone that's younger than him and affiliated with 
him is going to be classed as his protege. Me and Wiley, we're still cool, he 
still gives me beats. But I would never undervalue myself to be someone's 
project like that. I'm my mum's child -that's as far as it goes. " 

The as-yet untitled album is due for summer. 'Who Are You?' is the big 
single from current mix/\ League Of My Own. Last I checked the video was 
riding high in the MTV Base and Channel U charts. Chipmunk says: "I'm not 
too sure where it is now, you know. It was Number One for a hot minute, but 
I don't really watch TV. I don't get the chance. " 

www.myspace.com/chipmunkartist 



l. Ringer 2. Ribbons 3- Swimmer 4. Wing Body Wing 
New mini album released 21st April on CD ef" 2x12" vinyl 

www.dominorecordco.com www.fourtet.net 
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\/ords: Lauren Strain 

" I had this image of a prehistoric sound," says Tamer 
Fahri Ozgonenc of his German three-piece MIT- but 
I'm going to disagree. 'Beispeil', the ominous intro 
to MIT's debut album Coda, belongs to the future: that 
is, a future where landscapes are reduced to bones 
and spines, where you emerge from your vacant lobby 
onto evacuated streets, the windows of surrounding 
buildings like square wounds - infertile, lunar. 

'Beispeil' (meaning 'pinpoint') bleeds together 
anaemic strings from digital sound palettes to act as 
the whines of scissored networks. They conjure the 
kind of hovering, near-far tinnitus that your sixth sense 
would constantly eke out into your ears (if it could). 

Then, in come the drums. Primordial and vengeful: 
a barely-contained raging against emptiness and 
surveillance, the distinct metallic bitterness that 
galvanises each instrument fighting petrifying 
modernity with -petrifying modernity. And if you 
think I'm getting all existentialist on yo' ass, wait 'til 
you hear vocalist Edi unleash a disconnected scream 
from somewhere to your right - it's grotesque as well 
as enervating: "'Beispeil' describes the constant 
feeling of lacking essentials in life without knowing 
what they could be," explainsTamer. 

The scaffolding of Coda constructs the kind of dark, 
dark danse macabrethat slams all your bodily panic 
buttons; the kind of thing you'd be insane to listen to 
through headphones as you make your early-hours 
way home past timber-yards and depots where hulks 
of heavy machinery sit, unmanned, unmoving. (I did.) 
Great vaults of atmosphere reverberate with the fear 
that relates to being followed, if only by your own 
imagination. Halfway through 'Gebaut', someone 
holds a fist to the door of your bunker, knocking with 
increasing urgency like a uniformed reaper. 

But MIT's futurism doesn't sound sterile, 'cause 
suddenly there'll be a shriek that needles into your 
veins, or grunts and gasps that connote sultriness, 



lustiness. I don t think we have any contemporaries, 
because we're not a proper 'German' band, but nor are 
we a 'British' band. We're something weird in between 
maybe," Tamer muses, and he's right- MIT aren't 
cold or hard enough to quite belong to the German 
industrial scene. Nor are they comfortable or scarlet 
enough to seem entirely human: single-word titles - 
'Kleur', 'Merz', 'Rauch' - correspond with their 
restrained sonics, producing an overall aesthetic that 
nods towards, "German electronics from the early 
Eighties, such as Kraftwerk and Malaria, DAF, etc. We 
knew right away what we wanted the sound to be like. 
It was meant to be limited in its elements. We wanted 
the drums to be really monotonous and repetitive." 

M IT make dance for people who are deeply 
uncomfortable with their times and legitimately 
paranoid about themselves. A disorientating mash-up 
of fiery pulses and fierce animatronics, Coda possesses 
the cold boldness of an unclassified virus as it slowly, 
methodically, chooses YOU. 

www.mitmitmit.net 




gindrinker 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Mei Lewis 



Gindrinker are the stain on your trousers, the fire 
in your nursery, the turd in your coffee cup. Formed 
in Cardiff in 2004, named in homage to Sleep's 
marijuana doom epic Dopesmoker- and, of course, 
the retired colonel's liquor of choice -they play 
jaundiced, bleakly comical state-of-the-nation 
addresses built from thudding drum machine, 
scrapes of guitar, and wilting Cosey-like cornet. 



'Take the blueprint 
and do something 
different with it. 
Please' 



Their grotesquely enjoyable debut single 'Work It 
Out' is about waking up one morning to discover 
God hates you: "Children throw stones, dogs bark, 
ripped trousers. . . buses flash past, no one in them - 
why don 'tyou work it out, thicko ? " Plan B ta I ks to 
vocalist DC Gates and guitarist Gareth Middleton. 

Gindrinker songs feature desperadoes, 
eccentrics, and embittered protagonists at 
the end of their tether. What's the attraction? 

Gates: "I find these stories more interesting 
than some dolt moaning about girlfriend troubles. 
I would see the characters in our songs in the 
same sort of mythic fashion as old folk tales/songs, 
although some are based on personal experience. 
My fascination with social history leads to an interest 
in marginalised orforgotten individuals." 



The Fall are 'the obvious inspiration'. What 
are the non-obvious inspirations? 

Gates: " It's a fair cop, guv - but what would 
people say if I was from somewhere other than 
the Northwest? Current influences include 
Raymond Chandler, Swans, Whitehouse, Les 
Dawson, HP Lovecraft, Thee Headcoats, TG, 
Flannery O'Connor, Seventies Miles Davis, Alan 
Moore, Dead Kennedys. . . " 

The whole composition of an indie band has 
become standardised over time to the guitar/ 
bass/drums line-up. This is hopelessly myopic 
and conservative - agree/disagree? 

Middleton: "Agree. I imagine it's because nearly 
everyone has The Beatles rammed down their 
throats from an early age so it's almost a given that 
that's what a 'proper' band looks like. The challenge 
is to take that blueprint and do something different 
with it. Please." 

Any religious/spiritual beliefs, philosophies, 
or superstitions? 

Gates: "I was a Christian, sort of, until about 
seven years ago. Nowadays I flit between atheism 
and agnosticism. Ritual pre-dates actual religion 
anyway, so I think there is something to be said for 
secular rituals, whether you call them superstitions 
or not." 

Middleton: "lam very much a man of science, 
maths and good honest facts." 

Where did the cornet come from? 

Gates: "In Lancashire, the first-born son is forced 
into brass band duties until the age of puberty. 
Some find it hard to live outside the brass cocoon. " 

Please name five things that most threaten 
the smooth functioning of Great British society. 

Gates: "Privatised public transport, societal ills 
blamed on popular entertainment, the end of 'eight 
Oranjeboom, five pounds', non-dom plutocrats not 
being forced into penury, the continued support 
given to Stephen Patrick Morrissey." 

Middleton: "Apathy, intolerance, irrational fear, 
poor communication, bad eggs. Most of which lam 
probably guilty of." 

www.gindrinker.co.uk 
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personal geography: efrim menuck 

Words: Adam Anonymous 



Plan B goes foraging for roots at the base of A Silver Mt Zion 



What's your favourite record... 

. . .that could be classed as a protest song? 

'"Complete Control' by The Clash. It's a beautiful 
song because it sounds sad at the same time as 
angry, and it's as catchy as shit. If I'd heard it for the 
first time as an adult I don't know if it would have 
made such an impression. I still like it but I'm more 
suspicious of it now than when I was a teenager. It's 
the sound of it more than anything, regardless of 
how dubious the intentions were. The sound's just 
mighty and pure." 

...that you misunderstood the words to? 

"Well, the band name A Silver Mt Zion comes from 
[Sonic Youth's] Evol. I was 1 7, stoned and listening 
to that record with a friend. I misheard the lyrics Kim 
Gordon was singing, and thoughtthat would bean 
awesome band name. I can't remember what song 
it was, I just remember it was Evol." 

...to listen to before a show? 

"That would change all the time. For years now 
aftershows when we're packing up we usually play 
On The Beach by Neil Young. Our old soundman 
would telegraph to us at the end of a show if he felt 
the audience were there for the wrong reasons by 
playing 'For The Turnstiles'. It was like a secret code 
to let us know he was having a bad night, and the 
record would just play on from there. After a while 
we started putting it on at the end of every show. " 

...to listen to while travelling? 

" Tonight's The Night by Neil Young, because it's 
a beautiful driving record, and a I so Astral Weeks 



by Van Morrison. They both just make sense behind 
the wheel of a car. Sometimes the best records to 
listen to when driving make you drive unbelievably 
fast. You have to be careful - 1 almost crashed my 
van once listening to The Perfect Prescription by 
Spacemen 3. The repetitiveness made me lean 
too hard on the gas. It was a very curvy road and 
I almost drove off the road." 



'I almost crashed my 
van once listening to 
Spacemen 3' 



...that makes you angry? 

" I just came off tour and the second half of the tour 
all I was listening to was the [self-titled] second 
record by The Band. I was spending a lot of time 
thinking about the sad ending of that band. There 
was a charlatan in that band, Robbie Robertson, 
who [was alleged to have] fucked over the rest of 
the band over royalties. Two of the other members 
of the band, one ended up killing himself, the other 
one died of a heart attack he had to work so hard 
because he was robbed of his royalties. I love that 
record, I love The Band, it's just a terribly sad story 
and it also makes me incredibly angry." 

...that makes you cry? 

"There's one that I could tell you but I would be too 
embarrassed. When I had to put my dog down my 



roommate was playing this record -that I don't like 
at all - over and over again. I was waiting for the vet 
to come and put my dog down. When I hear that 
band now it makes me want to cry. Other than that, 
Tabula Rasa by Arvo Part, because it's unbelievably 
huge and sad sounding." 

...that inspires hope? 

"Anything by the Minutemen. When you're 
a musician by trade somehow the little narratives 
that surround bands are as important as the records 
themselves. The Minutemen narrative is sad for 
sure because of [late frontman]D Boon. But from 
a very young age it's also been very important and 
inspiring, as close to the gospel as I'll ever find. 
Anything by the Minutemen makes me feel like 
the value of work is what matters most of all. " 

...to play last thing at night? 

"I was going through a bad time in my life and 
listening to [Bob Dylan's] Blonde On Blonde 
whenever I came home. Generally I was coming 
home drunk so I don't know if that would apply 
anymore. But there was four or five months where 
I was listening to that record every night." 

...to have sex to? 

"I don't listen to music when I fuck. But I lost my 
virginity high on acid while listening to 'Dazed And 
Confused' by Led Zeppelin. That was without doubt 
the most terrifying experience of my life." 

. . .to get the blues to (or from)? 

"Any good Townes Van Zandt record. Maybe not 
that weird period right before his voice changed 
right before he died -there were some stinkers in 
there - but other than that, any Townes Van Zandt. " 

...of all time? 

'"I Shall Be Released' off the first Band record, Music 
From Big Pink. No matter how many times I hear it, 
it just destroys me and sounds like the most perfect 
song ever recorded." 

www.tra-la-la-band.com 
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Pile on the bus with too-cool-for- 
school Australians and their totally 
awesome tour mixtape 

Arcade Fire No Cars Go 

" Possibly my favourite song at the moment. Arcade 
Fire create music that is, epic, and this song is the best 
of them all ! I love the fact they use an orchestra to 
build the song and make it what it is." 

The Wombats Kill The Director 

" I was obsessed with this song for ages. The Wombats 
are very upbeat disco and I love the British pop 
music scene. So this song is fast and easy to dance 
to, and the chorus, which is like, "Kill the director 
wwooooooooowwooooooo", is the cool part." (Til.., 

The Cars Just What I Needed 

"OK, so the first time I heard this song was watching 
an Australian television show called Rage. I was sold 
within the first 1 seconds. Later on I found out my 
parents had all the records and I felt extremely stupid 
that I had only just found out about this. The keyboards, 
oh my god, ridiculously amazing arrangement, and 
perfect chorus. Makes me feel happy inside like a fairy." 

Flamingo Crash Fire Song 

"Australia's best kept secret! This band will change 
your life - they changed mine. This song starts off 
quietly and then escalates into epic, soaring heights. " 

The Cardigans Lovefool 

" I have this song on repeat on my iPod so much that 
every other band member knows exactly what I am 
listening to. I first heard this on the Romeo And Juliet 
soundtrack. It owns - the guitar part is really jangly 
and the song is not quite full, but I think that it is 
complemented perfectly by the keyboards." 

Late Of The Pier: Space And The Woods. 

"I play this every time I have a DJ set. And I make 
everyone I know play this every time they have 
a DJ set." (Amandah) 

Feist: One Two Three Four 

"This is possibly one of the catchiest songs ever: 
a perfect slice of peachy pop. I'm in love with anything 
Feist does anyway, but there is something about this 
song that just makes you so happy. Plus the video for 
this song is totally amazing - best choreography." 

The Moldy Peaches: Steak For Chicken 

" Best overlaid vocals in a song ever. Great lyrics, too. 
Like, "Who mistook the steak for chicken, Who am 
I gonna stick my dick in "-genius. I also love how 
simple the music behind it is, just great guitar chords 
with a simple drumbeat and bass line." (Ashley) 
www.operatorpleaseband.com 




the doubtful guest 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Photography: Cat Stevens 
Stylist: Milena Silvano 
Make up: Claire Mazik 



It's still quite common to encounter British people 
who insist that America never really 'got' rave music. 
Certainly, it never exploded into the mainstream 
(the charts or the tabloids) and they were a few, 
slightly embarrassing years behind with trance, 
but without the Chicago rave scene of the early 
Nineties we wouldn't have Acid Sauna, the debut 
album from Libby Floyd aka The Doubtful Guest. 



'I adore the feel and 
sound of twisting 
analogue knobs' 



This should be important to you because it's 54 
minutes of joyous techno bastardry: no IDM, almost 
no breakcore and no dubstep (apparently shops 
are known to file her 1 2-inches under dubstep 
solely cos they bear the Planet Mu label: weird 
times), just explosive hard acid with a black heart 
pumping dayglo blood. 

"When I hit 1 3 I had my own apartment, no 
authority and I was really, really, really bored, until 
I started doing acid. By 1 4 1 was doing it shitloads, 
by 1 5 I was my high school's biggest dealer. I loved 
acid and dancing for hours. Looking back, the police 
on several occasions had a dance about with us 
and be would really friendly, but in the late Nineties 
I stopped going to raves. Angry police on a mission 
to close shit down and make arrests gradually 
seemed to ruin it for us." 



Happily, the UK neo-rave/'braindance' scene 
spurred Libby into producing, circa the early 2 1st 
Century. A professional opera singer for a while, 
she was invited to Britain by Aphex Twin for a vocal 
project which, while unrealised, led to friendship 
and house-sharing with the likes of Ceephax and 
Mike Dred. "I didn't knowshitabout dance music 
when I moved here; I didn't know what an amen 
break was, let alone a breakbeat. Ceephax Acid 
Crew first learned me all that." 

In a classic case of the pupil usurping the teacher, 
The Doubtful Guest is creating the most exciting 
acid tracks this country's produced since Rephlex's 
Universal Indicator series of 1 5 years back. Label 
boss Mike Paradinas gave her a Roland 909 as an 
album advance, and she asks, rhetorically: "Where 
can I get early Eighties footage of someone actually 
trying to play rock with a 303 because their bass 
player was missing?" Which, foranyone raised on 
the acid squelch of Phuture and their descendants, 
is kind of a burning question. There's something 
about Libby's turn of phrase and the not-for-YOUR- 
scene-or-YOUR-clique effect of Acid Sauna that 
makes statements like, " How I adore the feel and 
sound of twisting analogue knobs; how 'resonance' 
or 'brilliance' on the Juno affect the oscillators gives 
me bliss. Digital just don't sound the same," come 
off as nerdy only in the most likeable way. 

So yeah: classically trained transatlantic 'ardkore 
practitioner steeped in the knowledge that even 
moments of extreme euphoria can never mask the 
nastiness around every corner. The same knowledge 
that's endemic to Bam Barn's 'Where's Your Child', 
4 Hero's 'Mr Kirk's Nightmare', 'Born Slippy' and 
'Sorted For E's And Wizz'. 

" I've understood the happy and sad in music; 
I know why the monks chose the major third to be 
happy, why the tri-tone sounds awesome to me 
but is highly chaotic, and I feel empathy towards 
Beethoven, who got in bar brawls over various keys 
and what they represented emotionally. I can see 
why Ornette Coleman wanted to forget it all and 
why it's good to not forget. I just write what I like." 

www.planet-mu.com 
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LOS CAMPESINOS! 

Hold On Now, Youngster.. 

THE FLY: 4/5 
"Destined to be one of the 
freshest, most invigorating 
releases of 2008" 

TIMES KNOWLEDGE: 4/5 
"A charmingly boy ant, and 
fresh pop manifesto" 

IN STORES NOW 



LES SAVY FAV 

Inches 

PLAN B: "Smart as hell, 
but a tonne of the purest 
and most kinetic fun" 

ROCK SOUND: 8/10 
"a superb education in 
alt-art-rock" 

IN STORES NOW 



SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO 

Clock EP 

Four new tracks, all 
previously unavailable on 
vinyl - Clock / Simple / 3 Pin 
Din / State Of Things 

IN STORES NOW 
on 12" and download. 



PETER MOREN 

The Last Tycoon 

The beautiful debut solo 
album from the lead vocalist 
of Peter, Bjorn and John. 

IN STORES May 5th. 



'My Year In Lists' available 
on 7" and download from 
April 21st. Includes covers 
of songs by Deerhoof , 
Casiotone for The Painfully 
Alone and Bikini Kill. 



The single Tatty Lee' b/w 
'The Sweat Descends' in 
stores now on limited 
white vinyl 7". 



The hugely acclaimed album 
'Attack Decay Sustain Release' 
in stores now. Includes the 
singles 'Hustler', 'It's The 
Beat', 'I Believe' and 'Sleep 
Deprivation' 



His first single 'Reel Too 
Real' available from all good 
digital stores from April 
21st. Includes a cover of 
David Crosby's Byrds song 
'Everybody's Been Burned' 
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singles club 

Words: Ringo P Stacey, 
Everett True and kicking_k 

I lustration: Lady Lucy 




All the hots, nots and say whats brought to you this month 
from Everett True's suburban castle... 



Youthmovies 

The Naughtiest Girl Is A Monitor 
(Drowned In Sound) 

Conjoined but unrelated Oxford 
quintuplets count an ex-Foal among their 
ranks and now issue their own brand of 
'prog-pop' for those seeking serious fun. 

Ringo:We're on an Eighties kick- that synth 
sounds like OMD. 

Kick: Attempting something more, I don't 
know -sketchy? I liked it more before it went 
. . .skewed anthemic. "Teenage mistakes 
make paragons of animal behaviours. " 
Everett: I hate these strained 'emotional' 
boy-boy vocals. I hate their illiteracy. I hate 
those mid-Eighties Wedding Present guitar 
fragments. I hate the fact they clearly think 
they're something. And they're so. . .what? 
ANDTHOSEFUCKINGTIME CHANGES! 
Ringo: At least now it's interesting. 
Everett: Just cos you can lose the groove 
don't mean you got any soul or import. 

Scream Out 

Million Dan (Dappa) 

M ike J of the Demon Boyz- one of the first 
true greats of UKHH - returns laden with 
more ragga-hop plenty. He also sells his 
own-branded tracksuits. Serious. 

Kick: Is 'Million Dan' how good a black belt 
he is? If so: single of the month. 
Ringo:Too quiet, I can't feel the bass. 
That's the problem with reviewing singles 
in suburbia. [Everett turns it up to 1 1] 
Everett: My neighbour's away. Urn, I think. 
Kick: Experiencing insane bass vibrations 
right now. 

Everett: My whole fucking computer's 
vibrating.And my teeth. I love the old school 
(early Eighties, right?) squeals. 
Ringo: Indeed, I'm waiting for someone to 
go "Whoah!" (high) "Yeah! "(low). 
Kick: I just can't believe how good Everett's 
bass bins are... 



Everett: Underneath the table, dude! This is 

so under the table. 

Kick: Wow. New compliment for bass music, 

there. Suggested usage: "Aw man, it was 

UNDERTHETABLE". 

Katastrophy Wife 

Run To The Hills (Rish) 

OK, officially this is the B-side of new single 
'Heart-on', but you try wrestling Monsieur 
True away from his own record player. And, 
yes, it is the old Iron Maiden 'favourite'. 

Kick: You could not make those noises 
without gurning. 

Ringo: I can't type -too busy bounding 
and bouncing and busting and - 
Everett: All instruments courtesy of (ex-Babes 
in Toyland singer) Kat Bjelland, bar a drummer. 
Kick:The original sounds like a bunch of 
middle-aged men giving a history lecture. 
Whereas this is an abattoir breakout. 
Everett: Kat fucking rules. She's still pumping 
out stuff like this - at 40 ! - when her former 
peers (Courtney, Donita Sparks) have long 
since turned to shit.This is the hardest 
rocking rock record I've heard since. . .what? 
when?This rocks more than early Tad. And. 
I. Do. Not. Say. That. Lightly. 

Luke Abbott 

Tuesday EP (Border Community) 

The mind can only boggle at the amount 
of spot-a-monk-related humour this 
Norwich-based electronica specialist must 
have suffered at school. Now, at last, he 
can express his rage: 
Kick:TWINKLY. A planetarium. 
Everett: Lucy and Snoopy dancing at night 
Ringo: Right. Nice music now. I don't do nice. 
I am Mr Asshole and ass music makes me 
come to terms with that. 
Kick: ASS MUSIC. He don't need no iPod. 
Ringo: I will eat your hand-designed 
seven-inches and home-burned tweecore 



bore music! I PWN IT! (I'm selling 
about 200 singles that sound like this 
if anyone's interested.) 
Kick: Beats sound like a pony on a snowfield. 
Everett: I took acid listening to Galaxie 500, 
the music slowed down and then reversed, 
and all the hairs on my arm lit up like the 
night lights on Sunderland bridge. This 
reminds me of that. Urn. A little. 

E-40 featuring Lil' Jon 

Turf Drop (BME/Reprise) 

Hyphy's most eminent rapper mighty 

morphs with the progenitor of Crunk for 

enormo-sounding club joint. Is also about 

to drop E-40s Book Of Slang, like Dr 

Johnson in stunna shades (look 'em up). 

Kick: Lil' Jon has a new noise. It sounds like 

asqueezytoyinthefuture. 

Ringo:This has been slammed by the 

cognoscenti for being formulaic, but I could 

live this bounce. 

Everett: Which E number is 40? 

Ringo:The orange one they put in Irn-Bru - 

and hyphy is rubberised crunk. 

Kick:The chorus sounds like about five dogs 

fighting for a bone. 

Ringo:This has no structure - it's just strung 

together randomly - and that's awesome. 

Everett: Everyone, but everyone here is 

pushing their head back and forth. 

Stereo Total 

Plastico (Elefant) 

Fresh from a gig celebrating 20 years of 
cult horror flick Nekromantik, and just 
before releasing a Mexico-only Greatest 
Hits, you could not make them up. 

Ringo: Is this Ramones? 
Everett: Dude.This so isn't Ramones. Point 
one:theysing in non-English. Pointtwo:they 
use electronics. Point three: they're very, very 
girly (in a very, very good way). Point four: 
they're righteously intricate but not in any 



sort of a show-off way. I TOTALLY LOVE 
STEREOTOTAL. 

Kick: It's like, if prog is fundamentally quite 
normal people trying to sound complex, most 
of the best music- like this- is people who 
are complex trying to make pop. 
Ringo: It's not nice, and I like that. I think 
they'd be happy ripping out kitten guts. 
Everett: "Plastic plastic, you're so plastic. . . " 
Kick: Nervous energy -they got it! 

Ebony Bones 

Don't Fart On My Heart (self-released) 

This elaborately costumed icon in her own 
mind is picking up a lot of attention just 
recently outside of it. It's another ultra- 
limited release, to tempt tastemakers and/ 
or collectors of future rarities. 
Everett: Without the visuals I'm finding it 
hard to engage with this. Is it on an MIA tip? 
Ringo: No, it's far too trad for that. She's 
aping the attitude but hasn't engaged 
enough to feel it. 
Everett: Ooh. Some percussion. 
Kick: I do think she's plundered some good 
sounds and arranged them in a fun way. 
Everett: Her vox are kinda irritating. All those 
wooohs and sub-Ari Up yelps. 
Ringo:This is the end of criticism - 
she's got all the right ideas but it. Just. 
Doesn't. Work. 

Akala 

Comedy Tragedy History (lllastate) 

Miss Dynamite's bro has a blog, a 
Facebook, a last.fm, and a YouTube 
channel - must be exhausted by brunch. 

Kick: Slightly suspicious of just how much 
this dude references Shakespeare. Never 
anyone else. Always the bard. 
Everett: I'd like to hear this with no music 
behind it whatsoever. I think I'd like it more. 
Ringo: He's nowhere near as clever as he 
thinks he is. 
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How fast can you go before you 
burst into flames? 



Kick: If the UK had a flourishing commercial 
hip-hop scene, it would sound like this. . . ? 
Ringo: It does. And it does. 

Born Ruffians 

Hummingbird (Warp) 

These strummy Canadians are about to 
tour the hell out of America with Cadence 
Weapon. Will strange bedfellows make 
beautiful music? 

Kick: On Warp! Isn't that weird? I mean, you 
could probably take one 1 0-second stretch of 
this and turn it into an illbient track. . . 
Ringo: . . .and you'd be striving fearlessly and 
pointlessly in search of the new. 
EverettThis is like The Cribs sped up by about 
1 5 per cent and given a graceless pop song. 
Ringo: I like the time changes, the wee fiddly 
bits. They're nice. 

Everett: OK.This ran out of ideas around two 
minutes ago. 

Ringo:Thirty seconds more than most... 
Everett: They're really stringing it out. Why? 
You don't get paid by the minute for radio 
play, do you? 

Rolo Tomassi 

Digital History (Holy Roar) 

Set to play their part in the Plan B London 
show this month, we asked them because 
we love them, but if you want to see real 
devotion, check their MySpace comments. 
It's like a gospel. 

Kick:This band convert kinetic energy to 
sound energy back to kinetic energy. . . Heh - 
now moonlit ballad atmospherics. Aaand 
back to the crazy! 

Ringo: I'm converted, that's one fucking 
great involuntary spasm of a song. Hard to 
believe they're using their hands to play 
those instruments, rather than psychic 
forcefields or something. 
Kick: Yeah, how fast can you go before you 
burst into flames? 



Everett: Oh God. Is thisThe Locust? I like The 
Locust (preferably kept under lock and key 
three towns away). But wait - this is the 
post-Marnie Stern era, ain't it? That's good, 
right? I like this. But. It's doing. My head. In. 
Kick: Now it's like interpretive jazz dancing! 
Ringo: It's like she's being held down and 
injected with elephant growth hormones. 
Everett: Yeah, interpretative jazz dancing 
is Good. People are Good. I am Happy. 
I like People. 

Kick: It's like scratching an itch -the itch 
being eczema, the scratching being bloody, 
the scab the shape of a heart. 

Metronomy 

My Heart Rate Rapid (Because) 

Gearing up for the release of their second 
record, this fun-for-one project has become 
a three-piece part kit with the digestion of 
backing band, The Food Group. 

Kick: Much like Late Of The Pier's latest, the 
new formula seems to be to fuck the formula. 
Nice falsetto, bass somewhere around the 
knees. Synthy blurs like Scalectrix. 
EverettThis is smart dance, but demented. 
Ringo: You've talked me out of liking it 
there. "They used to speak the truth but 
now they clever." 

Kick: It's just. . .weird. And I approve of 
that very much in dance music. Even when 
it's great, dance music is often too well- 
adjusted. Made by norms for other norms 
-ON DRUGS. 

Skepta 

In A Corner (Boy Better Know) 

People joke about releasing a debut record 
called Greatest Hits. Skepta did it and the 
Boy Better Know/Roll Deep lynchpin now 
gives one of the songs the chance to live 
up to the billing. 

Kick: Nice synth in the distance, a little like 
street lights. 



Ringo: "The only thing I want to pop 

is champagne. " 

Kick: Wow - prime - chorus sounds like 

bending metal. 

EverettThat bass-ass fuzz is bending my 

inner ear. 

Ringo:The verse is treble, the chorus is bass, 

the song is noise, the lyrics are random. 

Kick: You don't often see people dissing 

Skepta - in the way other MCs get grief. 

Ringo: He's a perfectionist. He took about 

three years over his album where most grime 

producers would have knocked out half 

a dozen mixtapes-and it shows. The 

production here is totally intricate. 

Kick:This is molten. 

EverettThis shit is, indeed, under the table. 

Grovesnor 

Drive Your Car (Greco-Roman) 

"Music for the modern metropolitan," 
reads the legend, above a logo which looks 
like an airline from the Seventies. 

Ringo: Great backing track. But fuck off with 

those vocals. 

EverettThose vocals are Hall And Oates bad. 

Kick: It bugs me that they call their label 

'Greco-Roman'-ldon'tthinkthe Romans 

should be raised to the level of Greeks. 

Ringo: But they built straight rodas! 

Everett: Is a roda like a toga? 

Ringo: Now you know why my articles are 

always late. 

Kick: It's sheeny and cocktail hour smoooth. 

Dude sounds smug, and a bit stupid. 

Ringo: Why bother with smooth music? 

We're all maladjusted outsiders, right? 

Kick: Most smug people are at least 

a little bit stupid. Paranoia is a way 

of STAYING SHARP. Like a deer on 

a savannah. The smug ones don't 

last long. 

Everett: Actually, I think of myself as 

more of a maladjusted insider. 



Hephzibah Broom 

Flinty EP (Red Deer Club) 

' . . .And Her Sister Bethseda' to give the 

full title. " Her music coats me in a gentle 

film of condensed moon droplets and 

transcends me across the chasm of infinite 

time," says Tori Amos. 

Kick:The spirits of the forest are among us. 

I'm getting naked. LET'S ALL GET NAKED 

(you first). 

Ringo: I'm torn between loving the batshit 

insanity of this and despising it because. . . 

it's despicable. 

Everett: You see, this sounds genuinely 

magicklo me. To use the common parlance. 

Josephine Foster is a fan, and. . .wait. Are we 

getting naked? ARE WE GETTING NAKED!? 

Ringo: "Oh my little one, can you find it in 
my heart to forgive me?" APT LYRIC ALERT! 
Kick: I quite like this, just 'cause she's so 
beyond caring what any of us think. I can 
well believe this ethereal woman could take 
an amount of chemicals that would leave 
yr average rapper asking to be locked in 
a cupboard, forever. 

Everett: HerYouTube video is something 
else.The press release also claims she 
lives in a cliff-high granite cottage once 
home to, "Notorious Cornish witch and 
wrecker Madge Figgy".And that she has 
experimented so much with psychotropic 
plants in India, she can "Regularly and easily 
reach the trance state desired within which 
to create music" . Who'd've guessed it? 
Ringo: She has listened to too much music 
by The Incredible String Band. 



singles of the mont 

Everett: Katastrophy Wife - Heart-on 
Ringo: Skepta - In The Corner 
Kick: Rolo Tomassi - Digital History 
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when we meet 

Words: Ringo P Stacey and kicking_k 

Plan B drops hot starters in yr lap. 
They're delicious 



Board Bangers 

As the West Coast mines ever more novel and 
innovative ways of going stupid doo-doo dumb, 
each minor variation continues to cause endless 
spasms of pleasure for those tuned into their 
peculiar and addictive frequencies. Board Bangers 
throw skateboards in the hyphy blender to 
make the strangest soup yet, an addictive and 
straightforwardly descriptive club banger, 
'Cause The Beat's Hot'; something like the Laffy 
Taffy remixed by Grandmaster Flash, Missy Elliott 
and Karlheinz Stockhausen, plus Screech from 
Saved By The Bell. Depending on how you count, 
it's either no hook or a series of them speed-burned 
into pained submission by a beat that's hot like 
fried rubber on toast. Then it gets better. 
www.boardbangers.tv 



Monster Island 

Claiming the 'post-spunk' genre for 
themselves, this Darwen, Lancashire trio 
do the whole shuffling bravely sideways 
thing, all spoken words, kindergarten drum 
kitandstrummy tendencies. Saluting both 
revisionism and entropy (we're quoting 
their MySpace, not being nasty) there's 
enough suppressed twinkle in winking eye 
to suggest they might chance a jump 
forward soon. 
www.myspace.com/monsterislandmusic 



The Cool Kids 

Really? We should hate this shit. Shamelessly 
claiming classicism with the chilling rallying call, 
"Nineteen-Eighties All Day!", they're modern 
despite themselves. A sprinkling of street-sound 
electro, Rakim steals and Schoolly D's minimal 
aesthetic tied with Pharell's taste for barely flat synth 
tones. Maybe it's cos they were too young to be 
there, maybe it'sjust talent that picks them out 
from the Jurassic 5s and Dilated Peoples of this 
world. Maybe it's just the chemistry of this duo, 
the dork and the charismatic charmer combining 
their powers into a world-melting whole. Like 
Eric B And Rakim. Like Edan found a friend. 
www.myspace.com/scoobyplaylist 

Groupgris 

Hyperspeed dance music that's possessed by 
glitches like sewers are rats, or rats, fleas. The 
intensity of their aiiieesthetic is way too much for 
any public dancefloor, but probably just about 
correct for a house-party-cum-demolition-f rom- 
within. The beats are slapping, the bass line is 
having a panic attack, and vocals reverb like ghosts 
fed through fishnets. Immolating hormones, 
essentially.www.myspace.com/groupgriserror 



III Insanity 

God help us but we find turntablism as dull 

as being stuck next to nosey people on delayed 

trains. Until now we'd only give a pass to Kid 

Koala for being fresh and fun, but against 

the odds he has company in our small hall 

of acceptability. Even stranger that it's 

been spawned by noted musical onanists 

Rob Swift, Precision and Total Eclipse 

(of X-Ecutioners) Where Koala 

threatened to claw but actually 

amused more than scratched, 

these are some sharp deep digging 

devotees, you smell it's the music 

of bel ievers by the way your 

circuits burn with fright 

and joy. Like Ted Maceo 

on pro-tools being 

amped upbyacr 

of hormonal strc 

edge, neo beatn 

radic 

www.myspace.com/illinsanitydp 
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Mekka Don 

Say his name fast and 
slurred, as he does 
repeatedly, and it 
sounds a bit like 
'methadone'. Say it 
with a preggo pause 
between the two words 
and it sounds like he's 
thegranddaddyof all 
pilgrims. Truth is he's 
actually the ultimate 
in fourth decade rap, 
entrepreneurial with 
a polished pitch in 
a dozen multimedia 
flavours from the 



Immolating 
hormones, essentially 



Rafter 

Signed to Sufjan Stevens' Asthmatic Kitty label, 
the onsite bio is a thing of unalloyed wonderment, 
reaching its culmination thus: "His is a strong will 
tempered by humor- one of the most intense and 
powerful music nerds you may ever meet. " On 
new album Sex, Death, Cassette this manifests 
itself in self-deprecating indie pop which wears 
lo-fi ornamentation like plastic jewellery, songs 
often becoming gradually tipsy-sounding, like 
a slow holiday in Level 1.1 of Super Mario World. 
www.myspace.com/rafterroberts 

Ratchet City 

The finest rap record outside of the UK last year was 
Hurricane Chris' ratchet smash 'A Bay Bay'. Picked 
up and promoted by Mr Collipark, it shouldn't 
surprise that Shreveport, Louisiana's ratchet sound 
is, for our purposes, indistinguishable from hyphy. 
Nor should it surprise how Hurricane's mates the 
Ratchet City crew brew an electronic gospel stew, 
heaven-bent on funkatizing galaxies - with a special 
mention to Phunk Dawg for bringing back the 
understated goatee and Angie Locc for being the 
first woman in rapharderthan Billy Danze. Now 
bounce.www.myspace.com/therealratchetcityboyz 



YouTubed reality show 
down. An aspiring 
sports star! A lawyer! 
A model! And he raps, 
flowing like a Tupac 
who never left college 
to ball. "God spoke to 
me and I listened", goes 
his trailer. With such an 
endorsement, the fact 
the music bumps is 
a bonus, right? 
www.myspace.com/ 
mekkadonmusic 




Colin Meloy 

from The Decemberists 

presents a collection of acoustic recordings 





featuring songs spanning The Decemberists 
career, song banter and much more 

cd / download out now 
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SIXES & SEVENS - NEW ALBUM OUT NOW 

SJM Concerts by arrangement with ITB presents 

ADAM GREEN plus band 

APRIL 

5th Birmingham Academy 2 6th Leeds Faversham 8th London Koko 



9th Sheffield Plug 



.roughtraderecords.com 



Oth Glasgow Stereo 11th Manchester Club Academy 



i/.adamgreen.net www.myspace.com/adamgreen1 




NEW ALBUM 
'TROUBLE IN DREAMS' 

CD / Download out now 

www.myspace.coim/destroyer www.roughtraderecords.com 



'Five Roses' 

available now on CD / Download 



www.myspace.com/miraclefortress 





cowtown 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Bob Keeler 

Cowtown are party music for parties at other people's 
houses. They're party music for, 'Were we burgled or 
did we invite some friends round last night?' Leeds 6 
fleapits who are nevergo'mg to get their deposit back. 
According to guitarist/yelper Jonathan Nash, they're 
made for , "Some filthy local, double-dutch-drinking, 
poppers-snorting wee party. Lots of r'n'b and 
pop music playing, and us in there somewhere, 
dancing about." 

Or there's the gig they played in Switzerland, 
in a 1 ,000-capacity squat of uniquely European 
lavishness, with, " Loads of German hip-hop and 
a couple of American beatbox guys and us. They had 
a sauna indoors and I've never seen such an array 
of colourful Nike trainers.Astrange man who looked 
like Dustin Hoffman tried to take Hilary away to his 
love-nest." 

About five years ago, Jonathan, Hilary and 
King Crimson-loving drummer Dave Shields (also 
of Monster Killed By Laser) found themselves 
metaphorically strewn across the floor with Hilary's 
extensive Casio and Korg collection, a liking for Devo, 
Prince andThey Might Be Giants and a hankering for 
the kind of band where they could dress in matching 
stripy jumpers or ninja suits. They let Pifco vocalist 
Steve gatecrash a year ago, " Because we wanted 
to be more suave, more pop and more fantastique," 
Jonathan says. " He used to bob about doing Jarvis 
Cocker-style dancing at the front of the stage. We got 
him to take just one step over the line. He picked up 
the microphone and does exactly the same thing." 

Steve may have arrived too late for last 
November's album, Pine-Cone Express- brought to 
you by local label/promoting collective Chinchilla - 
but that's OK, because Cowtown don't sound like 
they're waiting for anyone. The songs on the all 
careen around like a green-faced guest desperaieiy 
opening doors in search of the toilet, only to have 
a wardrobe-full of TV memorabilia, surf gear and 
severed limbs crash down upon them. 'Part Man, Part 
Machine, All Cop' pays homage to Robocop, while 
the two parts of 'I'm In Your House' are, "About being 
on tour and staying with a couple of people you never 
even met before. You're right in their house, you're 
right in their face and it's about going, 'Hi! We're 
friendly really'." 

However gleefully Cowtown obscure the fine line 
between 'fun' and 'zany' with fluorescent incident 
tape, not everyone wants to join the party. " It's not like 
we're talking like theTeletubbies or anything. But we 
deliberately try and play pop music in the way punk 
rock has always been played, so it's quite aggressive 
and loud. If anything, we alienate serious musician 
types, like the rest of Monster Killed By Laser, who 
think we're a pile of dogshit." 

Oh well. Insert your favourite party-pooper joke 
here, readers. 

www.chinchillaweb.co.uk/cowtown 




team brick 

Words: Joseph Stannard 
Photography: Katt Johnson 



Team Brick is Matt Williams, a Bristol-based multi- 
instrumentalist who has worked and played with 
Steveless, Rose Kemp, Julian Cope, Portishead, 
Stephen O'Malley and a host of other people less 
talented than he is. I first came across him at Bristol's 
Venn Festival in 2006, where he played an organ, 
hit a C D rack and sang with a voice as pure as Volvic. 
It was magical. I later discovered this beautiful 



'It's like building a 
bubble and hiding in 
it for a while' 



tomfoolery was merely the tiny pink nipple of Team 
Brick's huge talent breast- his recorded output 
moves from fuckt digital noise to scrappy pop to 
Radiophonic eeriness with abnormal ease. 

When did you first become interested in 
a) listening to music and b) making music? 

"As a wee lad, I was always humming and 
whistling. I wasn't allowed to take naps in nursery 
school because I spent the whole time making 
up songs and nobody could sleep. I've always had 
a keen interest in listening and playing, although 
there have been several renaissance periods - 
getting into Bjork in '95 and Orbital in '96. . .Then 
I got California by Mr Bungle for Christmas in 2000. 
When I was younger I would listen to my parents' 
Steeleye Span records and The Beatles." 



Do you come from a musical family? 

" Mainly on my dad's side. He plays brass 
instruments. I got my accordion, mandolin and first 
two keyboards from my grandad on that side. On 
my mum's side, my grandad has a pretty impressive 
record collection, almost entirely folk music, and 
he's the one who got me into klezmer. " 

Is your music connected with a sense of 
your surroundings? 

"I like to think of it as organic... but if anything 
it's dislocated from my surroundings. It feels more 
like building a bubble and hiding in itfora while." 

Your single 'Chronom' sounds like 
something the BBC Radiophonic Workshop 
might have come up with. Are you a Doctor 
Who fan, perchance? 

"lama Doctor Who fan, and a Radiophonic 
Workshop fan. Delia Derbyshire ist GOTT! You 
heard the White Noise album? Holy heck! " 

Who is the best Doctor, and why? 

"The best Doctor is Patrick Troughton, because 
I saw him ask for help in an episode because 
seeds of death were closing in around him. He 
was less harsh than William Hartnell, but still knew 
his shit." 

And the best Doctor Who villain? 

"Colin Baker. Criminal. I liked the Silurians 
because the noise they made was like a creaky 
swing sped up." 

Can you tell me a bit about your antipathy 
towards 'Dark Nazi Noise'? 

"I don't like the association between making 
noisy music and being heavily politically-minded, 
or concerned primarily with the macabre or 
un-PC (not that I'm in praise of political correctness). 
It's stupid to have to make the connection, like 
suggesting that if you play punk music you must 
have a mohawk and be snotty. If I'm going to make 
any connection regarding noisy stuff, it's more like 
euphoria, a joyous cacophony, big sheer ambient 
music. It's not inherently antisocial or dark. " 

What is happiness, for you? 

"Coffee and sudoku." 

www.myspace.com/teambrick 



24 1 plan b 



BS9CHU1 




:o)^ 



www.bigchill.net 




1st — 3rd August 2008 

Eastnor Castle Deer Park, 
Herefordshire 



Trentemoller uve 

Thievery Corporation 

Fat Freddy's Drop 

The Mighty Boosh 

Bill Bailey 

Buzzcocks 

Norman Jay 

John Shuttleworth 

Plaid with 
Random Dance 



Orchestra Baobab 
Hot 8 Brass Band 
Jilted John 
John Metcalfe 
Cornelius 

Agnostic Mountain 
Gospel Choir 
Fujiya & Miyagi 



Rachel Unthank 

& The Winterset 

Portico Quartet 

Mum 

Nina Nastasia 

Little Dragon 

Beergut 100 



ClubClub Tent 

Sounders sh presents: 

DJ Kmsh / Live 

Roots Manuva & D J NIK 

Luke Vibert 

Memory 9 / Live 

DJ Vatiim 

Daedelus / Live 

Need2soul presents: 

Joaquin 'Joe' Clans sell 

Ron Trent 

Ame 

Bewji B 

Rap Saunders 

Friends & Family presents: 
Flying Lotus / Live 
Hot Chip Play Hip Hop (DJ set) 
DJ Todd la T ft MC Serocee 

Hackney Globetrotter 

presents: 

Toy Select ah 

DJRuss Jones 

Very Be Careful / Live 

Shaanti presents: 

Shaanti Sound System 

D J Manga 

UK Apache 

The Kalyan / Live 

Parin Panesar 

Pick Your Own presents; 
Son of Dave / Live 
The Mules / Live 

Tom Man si & 
The Icebreakers / Live 
Vincent Vincent & 
tlie Villains / Live 

Kartel DJs 



Underbelly presents: 
Bill Bailey 
A I Pitcher 
Jarred Christmas 
Pete Cain 
Dave Johns 
Ed Petrie 
Howard Read 
A list air Barrie 
Jeff Innocent 
Jonathan Mayor 
Priorite a Gauche 
Rob Rouse 

Big Chill Nights: 
Perverse Universe 
host Friday night 

The Mighty Boosh 
curate Saturday night 

ClubdeFrortiage 
host Sunday 

Media Mix: 

Noise of Art 

Light Surgeons and 

Exceeda 

Bomb The Bass 

The LCJt host Sunday 

Kids Stuff: 

Ara Malikian presents 
"My First 4 Seasons" 
daytime 
John Hegley 
Festival Creatures 
Comedy Club 4 Kids 
James Campbell 

Words In Motion: 
Apples and Snakes 
"two five hfc celebration 
Robin Incc 
Ben Goldacre 



A magical, independent festival, serving up an awesome v^ri^tv oi hvu 
musie and perfoniiMiii^H ]jl a stunning valley in the Malvern Hills. 

There are open fields to party or chill in< marquees filled with light* 
colour, sound and laughter, and areas Tor all ages, from tents Tor 
toddlers to spicy spaces strictly for over-IBs. For night owls, a Zfl-houT 
huh I ki:np* Ulij parly going through tO sunrise with LiUliiiy-E)dge teats 
En the Club Tent plus film, comedy and eccentricity. Top stalls tempt 
with local crafts alongside D J bars serving proper cocktails. 



Set u£ a comfy camp with your friends mu\ family w kn uk tnnhi n 
Fancy Canip for you- Grab yumr breakfast eupi>a in a Campsite cafe. 
freshen up with a hot shower before getting kitted up at the Dressing 
Up Box and promenade around the Victorian Fair. Become a champion 
at the silliest Sports Day over and dance till dawn. Relax in the 
Enchanted Garden in the shade of ancient trees, unwind with therapeutic 
massage, take part in workshops, or laze the day away, while the Art 
Trail scatters magic all over the sprawling site. 

However you spend them, enjoy your tour days oH from the everyday 

and celebrate summer, friends and life in the laud of chill... 



Fartimflilpf with,, nw 3CA. Undertwlty, floundbmiiiL TThjBFI, SOuUibiHite, Anurosly 

[attrrmUoQal ^student ticket Include* tree inenitwTstiip to Amnesty T7w Uidep*ndenl 



THE* 
|MHPKM)KVI 



the void 



tU INSIDER 



Words: Nick Fenstle 

Illustrations: Vincent Vanoli 



Flip the script: a Fucked Up 
tour diary not written by 
the winners 



Hello, my name is 

Nick Fenstle, and I'm 

the UK secretary for 

Hidden World Enterprises - 

Fucked Up were asked to keep 

a tour diary going throughout their 

supporting slot on the most recent UK Gallows 

tour in February 2008, but neglected to keep any 

records or stay sober enough to remember anything 

in the first place. As will become clear in these 

entries, "They made me do it". 

13 February, London 

I got up extremely early to pick the band up at 
Gatwick for their 8am arrival. After about an hour, 
I realised they weren't due to arrive until 8pm and 
they'd told me the wrong time. I spent the next 1 
hours trying to catch up on sleep, periodically being 
woken up by security. 

Finally they arrived and had me take them 
directly to the Hawley Arms, which I tried to explain 
to them had burned down the previous week. 
We went anyhow and the band became almost 
violently angry walking through the charred remains 
of where they had met so many of their celebrity 
friends. The rest of the night was spent by me trying 
to deflect this misguided anger, bearing most of the 
brunt. They then informed me they needed more 




shirts 
made, so 
I had to spend 
most of the rest of 
the night screenprinting 
while they slept. 

14 February, London 

It was our friend Andy's birthday that night, 

so they had me go get him a cake. When I brought 



I'm starting to think 
the band is fucking 
around with me 




it back, they told me to get a bigger one. This went 
on for a while. 

When I got back to the club the band was doing 
a photo shoot for Kerrang! which involved a lot of 
fake blood and toy pigs. Guess who had to clean 
it up. It was a great first show of the tour - often 
they can be really lacking since people are tired 
and guitar strings are brittle from the plane ride, 
but things were really happening. Pink Eyes had 
a lit candle in his behind at one point during the 
set. Cake got everywhere, all over the amps and 
the cords and instruments. I spent most of the night 
cleaning all that off as well. 

15 February, Norwich 

Our first big show of the tour, we joined Gallows this 
evening at the UEA, a 1 ,500-seater. We'd been to 
Norwich in the summer, to play the Tales Of The 
Jackalope festival, where the set was cut off after 
four songs (they'd flown in just for that one show). 
For some reason they weren't letting me into the 
dressing room tonight. The show was fun - Pink 
Eyes spent most of his time in the crowd getting his 
clothes ripped off by 1 5 year-old girls, no doubt the 
first such experience for most of them. Nice to meet 
the other bands on the tour, although I wasn't really 
allowed to talk to any of them, either. The night 
ended with the bootleggers outside being arrested. 

16 February, Birmingham 

We showed up to the Academy late and I had to sit 
in with the promoters getting yelled at for a while, 
even though I was up from 8am waiting for the 
rest of the band to wake up. The funny thing about 
this venue is the support dressing rooms are a five- 
minute walk from the stage - up several flights of 
stairs, through laundry corridors, other hallways. 
The band thought it would be a funny joke to keep 
'forgetting' things in the dressing room that I'd have 
to go and get for them. I logged about six miles of 
walking throughout the night getting their bags, 
books and pics. At one point during the set Gulag 
ran out of his 'special' pics - 1 had to sprint to the 
room to get more before he could continue. 
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17 February, Southampton 

I'm starting to the think the band is fucking around with me. 

20 February, London 

This was apparently the best show of the tour. They played 'Year Of The Pig' in 
its entirety with Jessica Penfold. I wasn't able to go because the band - for some 
reason -was under the impression that the downtown congestion charge is 
lower if there are less people in the vehicle. 

Somewhere on the outskirts of London I wandered around looking for a pub 
that had the Corinthian Casuals game on television, but after an hour, realised 
I had wandered all the way to Hendon and then got a phone call from the band 
telling me I shouldn't be watching any game anyhow, because it would, "Take 
my focus away from the tour" . They also told me that they had met Kate Nash 
at the show- and while it was hard for me to believe them, because they know 
how much I adore her, the thought of that missed opportunity tainted what little 
was left of the evening. 

21 February, Manchester 

Manchester is my home town, and even though it had been months since I'd 
had any time off to see my parents, they told me there was no time to do it 
today, because they'd booked a tour of the stadium where Manchester City 
plays. Being a United fan myself, I decided to stay at the venue and set up the 
gearandsoundcheckon my own. They showed up 10 minutes before set time, 
gave me a Man City scarf, and told me it was coming out of myperc//em.They 
played a great show at Academy, and told the crowd to throw up beer onstage 
so I'd have to keep clearing it off the stage. 

22 February, Newcastle 

We got to Academy early, because the band said Newcastle was their favourite 
city in England, and wanted to look around. Honestly, I think they spent most of 
their time in video game stores and Ann Summers buying fancy dress. Nothing 
else on earth is like the North - today we saw four young women take a limo 
to a deserted street corner and get out all in matching nurses' uniforms. Young 
Governor met one of them and missed the show. I hope he turns up in time to 
make it to Glasgow tomorrow. 

23 February, Glasgow 

We had to take the Governor to the hospital again today for what he described 
as an ear infection. More Northern loveliness up here. Grey skies, scary looking 
men, even scarier women. We ate dinner at a sports-Buddhist fusion restaurant. 
The gig was at the ABC. It was my job to ferry the gear up to the fourth floor. 

25 February, Brighton 

A night off from the Gallows tour for a headlining show right on the beach. 
David Eliade was up in Brighton vacationing, so they spent most of the day with 
him in his hotel room. I wasn't allowed to come, even though I've met David on 
many occasions. They returned stone-faced and upset. I was treated a bit better 
for the rest of the evening, and spent some time reading alone in the bus. 

26 February, Exeter 

We've had lunch at Ikea for the third day in a row. We've been staying with 
a relative of the band in Bristol and the first road out takes you to the Ikea/Tesco 
complex. These pigs fill upon cheap hot dogs and pasta at the Ikea and then 
spend the rest of the afternoon drinking cheap wine from the Tesco. 

28 February, Sheffield 

We realised today that two of our guitars had been left back in Exeter. Gallows 
by this time were in London for a day off, so after taking a serious reprimand, 
I convinced the band that we'd just get them tomorrow at the Astoria, and I'd 
rent them a backup guitar for this show. They made me use my own money. 
Gulag smashed the rental during the second song. 

29 February, London 

Just before you enter the main room at the Astoria, 

you'll see a half-size door in the wall. That's 

where I spent most of my night tonight, 

hiding from Fucked Up. There is no 

question now that they've been on a sick 

relentless personal quest to drive me mad 

on this tour, with expert results. I'm 

writing this on a palm pilot I found in 

one of their bags. They are playing 

right now. I'm about to boot it. 

1 March, London 

Today the show was in Kingston, 
in south London. I heard it was 
great. I'm on my way back north. 
Good luck finding me next time, 
you fuckers. 





playlist: 
monorail music 

Words: Dep Downie, Stephen 
Pastel and Russell Elder 
Illustration: John Cei Douglas 



Ai Aso 

Chamomile Pool (Pedal) 

This is the palest, most beautiful sound we've 
ever heard from the Peace Studio/Pedal 
scene, which goes all the way back to White 
Heaven's legendary Out album. Ai Aso 
contributed to Michio Kurihara's Sunset 
Notes, and his sensational playing is all over 
this in the places between Aso's delicate, 
beautiful melody lines and her innocent/ 
knowing vocals. Everything's here in 
stunning 3-D sound, like the best Ghost 
music mixed with the charm of Tenniscoats. 

Anne Bacheley 

Headquarters (self-released CD-R) 

From Poitiers, France, Anne looks like the 
secret third member of Melody Dog, and 
makes winning old-school indie musicthat 
lands somewhere between Holly Golightly 
and a less chaotic Comet Gain. Anne's voice 
is perfect and imperfect, her playing primitive 
and gallant, her melodies true. It would be 
so great to see Anne get a record label to 
help out but maybe she's anti-that. 

Antoine Et Les Problemes 

Antoine Rencontre Les Problemes 
(Magic) 

France is so great! Antoine Et Les Problemes 
were a Sixties freakbeat/garage outfit 
that are probably the missing link between 
Jacques Dutronc and Barry AndThe Remains. 
They were high on rebellion with brilliant 
outfits and scuzzy riffs, and we guess 
they were pretty big in their day. Antoine 
sometimes released his own folkier sides, 
The Problemes, wilder ones, and together 
they were magnifique! 

Correcto 

Correcto (Domino) 

The Correcto album is speedy artschool, 
post-artschool music that maybe could 



have come out at almost any point in the 
past 30 years. Housed in an elegant Richard 
Wright sleeve (he's in the group too), main- 
person Danny Saunders' songs are hooky in- 
out moments of melodic energy and sudden 
spark not miles away from early Pavement or 
even Blur playing only Graham Coxon songs. 
Ah, if only John Peel was still here. . . 

Various 

Nigeria Special: Modern Highlife Afro 
Sounds & Nigerian Blues (Soundway) 

So many labels seem to be digging deep 
these days and coming up with something 
incredible, putting so much love into 
packaging and sound. Soundway's Nigeria 
Special 'focuses on a loose scene of music 
which emerged during a brief boom period 
in the Nigerian economy from the Sixties to 



An insane and 
rewarding 
curiosity for the 
odd and oddly 
remarkable 



early Eighties when a more psychedelic 
(often gentle) kind of blues combined with 
the exciting polyrhythmic pulses we're more 
familiar with. Among enchanted sounds 
is the incredible Celestine Ukwu whose 
music is mostly out of print; he's amazing. 

Various 

Victrola Favourites: Artifacts From 
Bygone Days (Dust-To-Digital) 

Compiled from their 78RPM record 
collection by Seattle group Climax Golden 
Twins, Victrola Favourites is a journey to the 
wilder shores of early 20th Century music 
which takes in Chinese Opera, Persian folk 
songs, hillbilly, jazz and all sorts with an 
insane and rewarding curiosity for the odd 
and oddly remarkable. Comes as a 1 44-page 
clothbound 2CD handsome package. 

Monorail Music, 12 Kings Court, 
Glasgow, G1 5RB 
www.monorailmusic.com 
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From the woodlands and farmlands of the Pacific Northwest 

Wolves In The Throne Room are re-drawing black metal's dark 

pentagrams with radical ecology and apocalyptic atmospheres 

Words: George Taylor 
Photography: Sanna Charles 
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Listen. 

"All of the posturing, the spikes, the corpse 
paint. These are the obvious things. On a more 
energetic level, we want to dispense with 
the Satanic aspect of black metal. It is no 
surprise that the 'Satanists' as well as the 
self-proclaimed Nazi Supermen are often sub 
par individuals who suffer from personality 
disorders. Of course, this is blasphemy for the 
dogmatic types, but this idea is central to our 
vision. We believe that the universe is a place 
of intense meaning, and fundamental beauty, 
and goodness. Satanism does not resonate 
with my life on our farm." 

This is Aaron Weaver, drummer/farmer/ 
radical ecologist, explaining what he sees as 
the 'chaff in black metal music today. His 
band, Wolves In The Throne Room (completed 
by brother Nathan Weaver and Richard 
Dahlen), formed sixyears ago in Olympia, 
Washington, amid a local culture strong on 
DIY punk/feminist/queer ideologies and 
practices, are among the most thrilling 
prospects currently operating in black metal. 

Last year's Two Hun ters album achieved 
a haunted suturing of atmosphere, melody, 
grand riff ing and apocalyptic concept 
(two hunters, man and bear, in a battle for 
survival), the band's sound twinning the cold, 
misanthropic dirge of early Burzum with 
the most resonant of Godspeed You ! Black 
Emperor's field reports of a new dawn. 

The slow inevitability of the executioner's 
drum on album opener 'Dia Artio' weighs up 
heavily against the guitar and synths, which 
rise hopefully- a dialectic of beauty, of natural 
origin versus mankind's fabrication. 



Would you prefer not to play shows at all? 

" I certainly feel that way sometimes. I am 
uneasy with the commodification of the music 
and I get tired of the disconnected, unnatural 
nature of travel. Every day that I'm on the road 
or in the studio is a day that I am not perfecting 
my crafts or drinking in the power of the land. 

"The logical thing isto only play music 
on special occasions where the music can be 
woven more harmoniously into our local 
existence in Cascadia 1 . But we have chosen 
to expose ourselves to a wider audience, and 
touring is a part of that." 

As an ecologist, why utilise black metal as 
a creative outlet? 

"What draws this all together is the 
yearning for something old. I have always felt 
the hollowness that our modern world is built 
upon. I think that BM is a particularly extreme 
and fitting reaction to the way the world is 
right now. Fundamentally, it is an attempt to 
find deeper meaning. I think that everyone, 
on one level or another, yearns for a life where 
we have access to the transcendent level of 
experience modernity has cut us off from." 

What does the genre offer you as a purely 
sonic influence? Is it importantto remain 'true' 
to such a singularly established sound (best 
represented on Burz urn's Filosofem and Ulver's 
Nattens Madrigal)! 

"I thinkthatthe least important thing about 
black metal is the aesthetic and the sound. Of 
course, much of the power of this sound, as an 
instrument of spiritual journeying, lies in the 



abhorrent politics while still allowing oneself 
a guilt-free thrash-out to mid-Nineties release 
De Mysteriis Dom Sathansl The fact is that 
anyone associating themselves with black 
metal is approached with caution, and late last 
year, Wolves In The Throne Room were forced 
to cancel a show in Germany after an interview 
that Aaron gave to Wee magazine, in which he 
expressed his disdain for National Socialism's 
promotion of the romantic primitivism that 
he feels an affinity towards. A promoter in 
Darmstadt felt the reference was too 
sympathetic and pulled the gig. 

Given the frequent occurrence of right- 
wingisms in BM musicians' interviews, was this 
something you were prepared for? 

"No. I never in a thousand years would 
have expected this, given our repeated, clear 
statements concerning our ethical and political 
positions. In the interview I expressed the idea 
that the radical right has co-opted things such 
as heathen spirituality, and, in regard to black 
metal, a certain esoteric ancient spirit. 

"This seems to be a problem only in 
Germany where the dialogue is so totally 
limited by the extreme feelings that surround 
World War II and the country's history with 
anti-Semitism and aggression. It is especially 
absurd because we are the only BM band 
I know of who have ever explicitly condemned 
racism and fascism as simpleminded twaddle. 

"How does one tell the difference between 
one who explores Northern European 
heathenism from a place of good will and one 
who is driven by paranoid fantasies of Jewish 



Following well-received demo releases and 
a debut album, Diadem Of 12 Stars, in 2006, 
rumours ofWITTR's viewpoints and unique 
way of I ife began to catch the interest of those 
who asked for more than the misanthropic 
parroting of most modern black metal 
offerings. Facts of rural husbandry and 
farming found exaggeratedly twisted form 
in chatrooms, "Liketheonethatweall live 
together in a cabin in the woods with one 
candle between us. . . " Weaver recalls. 

This rejection of city life and the trappings 
of modern technology has been an aspect of 
BM since the genre's dawning, with Emperor's 
early lyrics channeling the awe of natural 
phenomena from the Romantic tradition. 
Travelling out of the frozen solipsism of 
Northern Europe across the Atlantic, however, 
a transformation occurs in the BM musician: the 
wish to go feral in the fields of history becomes 
a Steinbeck-ian goal to 'live off the land'. 

As Weaver confirms, "I work towards a life 
where I will not see one bit of plastic or any 
other tick-tacky nonsense. At this point in my 
life I am more interested in finding a state of 
peaceful co-existence with nature through 
farming and homesteading. I would like to 
only eat things that come from our farm or 
the farms of the neighbours. Devoting myself 
to toil and tradition fits my spirit's needs." 

But life in a touring band means that you 
are often forced to exist city-to-city. Is this 
a suffering you must go through for yr art? 

"Touring is indeed suffering. Why people 
choose to undergo this torture is beyond me." 



TltS my Spirits needs 1 -Aaron Weaver 



simplicity and relentlessness of the drumming; 
the dark depths of the drone and buzz. ..But 
that anti-modern, misanthropic spirit is the 
thing that deserves to be preserved." 

Do you keep up with Mayhem, Darkthrone 
etal, the originators of what many understand 
BM to be about, to stand for, yet who now 
resemble embarrassing older relatives gripping 
onto outdated values and beliefs? 

"No, I haven't listened to them in years. 
They keep hammering away with this nihilistic 
rock'n'roll trip. I would rather not try to judge 
Darkthrone or whomever, I certainly would 
not listen to their records. This kind of music 
has nothing to do with my life or my vision." 

Do you thinkthat perhaps they oughtto 
take a final bow? 

"I would if I were them." 

It's tough at times being a defender of a music 
that so many observers see as fascistic, socially 
ignorant and actively racist, especially when 
confronted with the grim likes of Mayhem 
drummer Hellhammer, who has allegedly said 
in the past, "We don't like black people here. 
Black Metal is for white people 2 ." How far 
should a listener of Mayhem, for example, 
distance themselves from the group's 



conspiracy or whatever other nonsense? To 
me, it is always very clear. It is easy to sense the 
intent of the artist by experiencing the music." 

After an accusation this severe, would it be 
desirable for you to step out of the BM ring, as 
it were, to avoid being seen in this light? 

"I suppose so. I feel little affinity with black 
metal as a genre or a movement. We have our 
own intensely local and personal expression, 
which really is all about our lives and our 
relationship to the land. I have no interest 
in any of the more riff-oriented metal that 
we have dabbled with in the past. The future 
music will be created to induce meditation and 
inward journeying. I thinkthat we have found 
ourvoiceasa band..." 

What about back home in Olympia, with 
the children of K Records and kill rock stars - 
how you fit you into the music scene there? 

"I have no idea what the music scene is 
like [anymore]. When I am at home I spend 
almost all of my time seeing to chores around 
thefarm...l do get the feeling, though, that 
the younger folk, who 1 years ago would 
have been in rock bands, are up to some 
stranger stuff. . .strange things are afoot 
around here. There is a real sense, in America, 
of imminent apocalypse." 



footnotes 

1 .Alternative name for the Pacific Northwest region of the USA and Canada, but also an unofficially recognised 'bioregional 
Oregon, that wishes to secede from current government. Ideological motivations are predominantly ecological, and carry a \ 
the rest of the country. Clearly Wolves InTheThrone Room make for strong representational citizens. 
2. Quoted from Lords Of Chaos, Moynihan and Soderlind, Feral House Press. 



joining British Columbia with Washington and 
tach from the rapid technological dependence of 
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With a debut album and club hit in the bag # hyper-prolific dubstep prodigy 
Benga keeps moving onward, upward and to the right 



Words: Robin Wilks 

Photography: Andrew Whitton 



I'm sitting in Benga's bedroom, on my own, for two 
and a half hours before he arrives. It's very tidy. 

I'm twiddling my thumbs in the family home of 
Beni 'Benga' Uthman, one of dubstep's pioneers, 
whose 'Night' is one of the year's biggest tunes, 
a huge, bleeping, heavy, unforgettable crossover 
hit. Whose new album, Diary Of An Afro Warrior, 
expands the genre in umpteen different directions; 
it's great to listen to at home, but also powerful 
enough to make you shudder and shake if played 
on a proper club system. 

Anyone who pictured Benga's music - futuristic, 
bass-driven, uncompromisingly loud - being 
produced on a cramped housing estate would be 
quite surprised to see this nice bedroom-studio, in 
a large house in the leafy suburb of South Coulsdon, 
surrounded by huge gardens and pitch-darkness. 
It's a good half-hour hike from the railway station, 
through miles of unpeopled, sodium-light-glazed 
suburban nowhere-streets. Zone One this ain't. 

"Yeah, I live in the sticks, man," says Benga 
when he finally arrives. " I grew up in a nice house, 
and it helped me get away from trouble and stuff, 
and carry on with music. " Now 2 1 , buzzing with 
enthusiasm, with electric frizzy hair, Benga has 
been producing solidly for the best part of a decade. 
And 'solidly' means a tune a day. Every day. 

From a very early age he regularly visited the 
Big Apple Records shop in Croydon. Arthur Smith, 
aka Artwork, who worked there, produced some 
of the first dubstep tunes, and introduced the young 
clientele to a kaleidoscope of musical influences, 
and to an emerging sound that took 2-step and 
introduced elements from drum'n'bass, reggae, 
techno and grime, trasnsporting it to darker, more 
bass-driven territory. 

"That shop was my high school, " says Benga. 
"When I first went there, I was buying Craig David 
and stuff, itwasjustthe right tempo for me, and my 
brother used to MC over that stuff. But I liked the 
dark music, I was listening to a lot of drum'n'bass 
and techno. " But his first inspiration was forward- 
thinking garage producer Wookie. "I was really 
hooked on him. Since I started producing, that's 
what I wanted to produce. It made me realise that 
I would need to come up with strange things and 
fresh ideas." 

Then, through a mate of his brother's, Benga 
met Oliver Jones, aka Skream, a fellow producer 
of the same age, who rang up out of the blue one 
evening. " He started this routine where we'd ring 
each other up every night and play each other 
tunes. Even before we met, we were really good 
friends, because we had that connection. " 

The routine has lasted to this day. "I think really 
we merged, cos without him, I wouldn't be where 
I was; but without me, he wouldn't be where he 
was. It's a bit more than competition, cos if it was 
competition, we wouldn't be trying to help each 
other. But when I'd make a tune, he'd want to 
better it; and when he'd make a tune, I'd want to 
better it; and we still wanted each other to grow." 



Benga says the solidarity between the scene's 
other principal producers hasn't waned either. "I do 
still find myself talking to the main people the whole 
time, and I'm like, 'Wow, no one's lost touch, even 
though we're travelling round the world and shit'." 

Inevitably for a scene that has received as much 
hype as dubstep has over the past couple of years, 
certain people are already second-guessing its 
demise. They're looking for dead ends, reasons 
to say it's over. And you can always find those. Just 
like in any other scene, for every groundbreaking 
producer like Benga, Skream and Kode9, there's 
a whole glut of boring copycat productions. 

The uninspired nature of some tracks does 
bother Benga. "I do think to myself, 'Boy, that is just 
deading out areas of sound', and it's mad. I think 
people get stuck, they get big and then think, 'What 
am I going to do now?' But when you're at the top, 
when you're pushing things, people are bound to 
follow anyway." 

I ask what direction he can see things going in 
as a whole. "That jump-up sound is going fine, but 
certain jump-up producers will be outlived and just 
go. But I can push it different directions, so that 
people can say my beats are jump-up because 



they do get finished, it may not even be the one. But 
if I write 15 songs, five of them's gonna be good." 

Never one to stand still, Benga moved away 
from dubstep for a while, to try producing pop. 
Not that he'll let you hear any of it. "There's a few 
small projects that I've made, and then moved on. 
My name isn't really attributed to it, it's more my 
mother's maiden name, that's the only clue I'm 
giving away. But the experience helped me lots: 
my understanding of how to write hooks, and my 
production skills benefited as well." 

One hook that's not going anywhere, of course, 
is 'Night'. Its unmistakable high-pitched boo boo 
boo has crossed over to house nights, Radio One, 
the charts. . . "I can't tell you where I haven't heard 
it. Even my agency, the top bosses there, they 
whistle it. And they're people who listen to big 
bands and shit." 

Benga's relishing the new opportunities he gets 
to play to crowds who've never heard dubstep 
before. "You've got to get them going crazy, 
cos if I see the DJ after me or before me playing 
a drum'n'bass record and they've got everyone 
going mad, I feel like I have to pull off the same 
vibe playing my music." 



'I'll always try to liven things up and 
educate people a little by sneaking 
things in' 



they're really energetic, but I don't have to keep it 
in one sound. So I can'ttell you where it'll go, but 
I know it'll stay hype." 

On Benga's new album, Diary Of An Afro Warrior, 
no end of new directions present themselves. Broad, 
epic and instrumental (no scene-spoiling wailing 
vocals here), it's a varied feast that demands to 
be listened to all the way through, packing both 
dancefloor power and emotion. The highlights are 
many: there's 'Emotions', with gorgeous rising and 
falling synths; and the epic 'Pleasure', like a dubstep 
equivalent of Booka Shade's 'In White Rooms'. 
There are frenzied acid squelches ('E Trips'), and 
haunting riffs ('Loose Synths') There's 'B4 The 
Dual', which alternates warm jazz horns with 
cold industrial beats; and 'Someone 20', which 
comes over like a dubbier, bassier Lindstrom. 

"The album ranges over the period of what I've 
created, and you can see how quickly I've moved 
along, so it's like a diary of 23 days of my life." (There 
are extra tracks on the more DJ-oriented vinyl that 
don't appear on the CD.) Benga rarely spends 
longer than a day on a track. "I think it's good to 
just get ideas rolling, cos with people who spend 
days on tracks, things never get finished, and when 



But isn't that quite limiting, because there's more 
of a danger that you might lose a bigger crowd than 
in a club like FWD? "Yeah, but then you've gotta 
have guts, man. But I would say that I'm, like, the 
bravest -I'm lying [laughs] -but I would say I have 
guts. I disrespect DJs when they say, 'Ah, I can't play 
that', but I will take a certain amount of records that 
I know will go off. I'll always try to liven things up 
and educate people a little by sneaking things in." 

As for the future, there's the top-secret 
collaboration with Skream and Artwork to look 
forward to, Magnetic Man, with live shows planned 
for the summer; and Benga's also planning to work 
on some vocal tracks. "But I want to get them right, 
not just shove in anything. Now I'm in a position to 
say, 'I want to work with this person, and they will 
be interested.' I'm going to use it well. I'm not going 
to use it to get the most famous artists; I want 
something that will work. " 

And he's still got that constant drive to keep 
improving. "I hear things that make me think, 'I've 
gotta better that.' And then I've gotta step my music 
up. I might write a loop that's good, and that's on 
a level with something else, but I've gotta move it 
to one side and better it. Until the loop's right, gotta 
keep moving it to the right." 
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As Portishead release the long-awaited third 
chapter in a meandering story of haunted beats, 
devastating song and a genre they never meant 
to invent Plan B traces the enigmatic Bristol 
trio's path from there to here, and beyond 



"Basically, we released Dummy, toured it, promoted it, came back, then 
pretty much went into the second album with a bit of a holiday. That 
took three years to write. Then we toured it on and off for two years. 
We did a lot of press around it. The Verve had kind of split up and we 
got thrust into the headline slot at a lot of major European festivals. 
It had been a pretty successful, but emotionally killing tour, 'cause I was 
breaking up with my wife, Adrian was breaking up with his, Beth got 
ill. ..We're not really touring people, see what I mean? So it was looking 
fairly doomy. We ended up playing to crowds of 55,000 people in 
Europe, and it was fairly weird; I just wasn't really into it. I came back, 
got divorced and then quit music for a couple of years" - Geoff Barrow 

"There was no sense of, 'Right, I'm never gonna see you again, we're 
never going to do a gig again'. There wasn't that, at all. It was just, like... 
pause. Hit the pause button for a bit" -Adrian Utley 

Play. It's slightly frustrating to conduct an interview with Portishead that 
does not include Beth Gibbons. This means it isn't really a Portishead 
interview at all, and that this feature is in actual fact littlemore than 
a transparent fraud. Of course there is more to Portishead than just their 
enigmatic frontwoman, of course Adrian and Geoff are as vital to the 
plot; but if you engage with only, two corners of a pyramid you might 
as well only bother with one, or none. Then again/fn maintaining her 
silence, perhaps Beth speaks with greater volume" and articulacy than the 
other two could ever hope to. And perhaps they're all too aware of that. 
Geoff and Adrian both make reference to the absentee in protective 
terms, as if she were too pale and precious to withstand the glare of 
attention for prolonged periods. This makes it difficult to avoid casting 
her as a phantom presence, a pale spectre flitting in and out of view, 
hovering in the spaces between words. Beth's absence is so palpable 
that it becomes a kind of low-level static hum, ever-present yet only 
occasionally dipping above the threshold of perception. It's frankly 
unsettling; but then being haunted is rarely an entirely comfortable 
experience. Ghosts are not our friends, after all. They do not want the 
best for us. They want us to be I ike them. 
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y Division, Black Sabbath and Scorn than Morcheeba 
id Sneaker Pimps 



It's likely that all of this rather gauche 
spectral talk can be put down to the fact that 
on the majority of Third's tracks, Beth seems 
to only half-ex\st. Her vocals are so strung- 
out and vaporous that they resemble a long- 
forgotten friend; forever teetering on the 
brink of oblivion, constantly eluding one's 
grasp no matter how desperately one tries 
to keep the memory alive. The old masques 
have been jettisoned; the vampish torch 
singer of 'Glory Box' is nowhere to be found, 
the ever-grasping black widow of 'All Mine' 
and 'Cowboys' similarly AWOL... and on 
'Numb', it was implicit that she was the one 
in charge, her knuckles white, herfingernails 
drawing blood simply because, "Nobody 
loves me/Its true/Not like you do ". There's 
no such self-possession here, no desire, just 
raw-nerved, wet-faced, unadorned need. 
And resignation that what is needed will 
never be delivered. 

Beth sounds insecure in the strictest sense, 
that is, liable to slip her moorings, drift out 
of her body and off into the void forever, 
as her vocal self does at the album's end, 
her distraught sobs drowned out by doom- 
laden blasts of foghorn bass at the conclusion 
of 'Threads'. It's as if, in becoming truly 
inconsolable, immuneto human comfort, 
Beth shrugs off the characteristics dictated 
by gender and even species, arriving at a state 
of detached purity, self-sufficiency and self- 
annihilation entwined in a fatal embrace. 

When she murmurs, "I don't know what I've 
done to deserve you/ And I don't know what I'd 
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do without you" on 'Nylon Smile', she expresses 
a weakness almost too cosmically terrifying 
to contemplate. It is desire turning itself inside 
out, its mechanisms demystified, the secret 
engine exposed. Fear, traditionally the enemy 
of love, is revealed as one of its greatest 
motivating factors. Portishead are nothing 
if not unromantic, and hardly- despite 
the Haagen Dazs-like connotations of the 
'trip-hop' genre they have always been too 
good for - sexy; they continually frame love 
as a nightmare condition which places an 
unbearable strain on the psyche and threatens 
to dissolve the ego. 

Buy into this as much as you like, but over 
the course of my conversations with Geoff and 
Adrian, it becomes apparent that Portishead 
are hyper-fucking-sensitive souls, and this 
accounts not only for the harrowing emotional 
transparency of their new music, but also for 
the fact that Third is only their. . . wel I, third 
album (excluding the Roseland NYC live 
release) in 1 1 years. 

Geoff: "I went to Australia and became 
a drunk. I'd being working since I was a 
teenager, so I just spent some of the money 
that I'd earned. I bummed about a bit and 
ended up meeting a guy who continues to 
be a friend of mine, DJ Catalyst. We became 
mates and we worked together. I helped 
him out a bit. It was just really cool because 
Australia was almost like. ..I don't wantto 
say 'behind', but it just didn't move in the 
cut-throat, trendy kind of way the UK does." 



If you're smart, you'll know that Portishead 
were never a 'trip-hop' group. Portishead 
always had more in common with Joy Division, 
Black Sabbath and Scorn than Morcheeba and 
Sneaker Pimps. Portishead have never been 
'rock' either. . . but they are definitely doom. 
Listen to 'Cowboys' from 1 997's Portishead. . . 
no, in fact, listen carefully to the version on 
Roseland NYC, and tell me that it doesn't 
make sense that Geoff Barrow would 
eventuallyfall underthe burial hex of Sunn 
O))), Om and Khanate. Geoff's co-founding 
of the Invada label -home to Ufomammut, 
Mammatusand Blood Island Raiders -hinted 
at his receptivenessto extreme metal, and 
the recent Portishead-curated ATP Nightmare 
Before Christmas weekender, featuring 
Olympia drone metal legends Earth and 
Mancunian doom crew Atavist, made the 
connection explicit. 

Geoff: "I set up a label in England called 
Invada. I hadn't DJed for years, and hip-hop 
was fairly boring then. So I rediscovered almost 
what I'd started off doing, which was playing 
in rock bands. I set up the label with Fat Paul in 
Bristol who's a local legend. We signed people 
like [Bristolian stoner rockers] Gonga and I got 
into bands like Om and Sunn O))). I just got into 
heavy music again. It was weird, because when 
I first saw Om play or when I first saw Gonga, 
I had the same feeling as when I heard Public 
Enemy when I was a kid. All of a sudden I just 
felt all that fucking proper good stuff, when 
your brain starts ticking about music. It was 
that same pure 'fuck off'-ness." 






i**p 
















i am 



On "Smile" the Boris' brush p 
deeply intense blistering psch 
mammoth hooks, innovative 
song-writing, and a reinvention 
dark heaviness. Features collab 
tive guests: Stephen O' Malley 
(sunn, KTL), and Michio Kurihara 
(Ghost, White Heaven). 



The new fully realized studio 
album from the masters of their 
craft. Featuring a more ROCK, 
American Gospel and improvit 
tional direction framed by trul; 



special guest collaborator: 
guitarist Bill Frisell. 



* if ill 

it, BATTLE MASTER 
;pt album about solving 
conflicts with a big fucking axe! 
\ mix of thrashing aggression, 



beatings. Emotionless ferocity 
>erformed with the razor precision 
of an executioner. 



CD (New collaboration with members of sunn 0))), Iceburn, Earth) 
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0))) presents Pentemple- (sunn, Oren Ambarchi and Striborg collaboration!) 



www.southernlord.com 




'WWVML 



I 



SOUTHERN RECORDS 




MOTH LITE 

THE FLAX OF REVERIE 

Wftti me* debut obun. lyfcOn-H-TTC 

Imagine and pcttf an evocative wortd 
or wfctiei new tmd wyd ■ ori once 
Enoy5h^Kj*htt*lyq>1h*f.1oiiiftOO 
Chm fcMney u*lnfl such miflncw « 
eixxcH modrtgoti. woooVtnd. ifnnas. 
mekxty . dfesonone* and the sfuakxrc 

InjiTWTTOnit modulations d FVik F H>V^. 
To* Tc* <nd Codttw Tw*/*. A In* 
Modern £\ch&cl. 





ASVA 

WHAT YOU DONT KNOW IS 

FRONTIER 

21P/CD/DQWA.OAD 

/a the into tugoeiTS. ASWt second 
4bih map* ff* Wend landscape 

IfwHch H v«Ir wW* Ond Open: mOttft 
hqin Wght ftowftft fC*iQ (*ifts qnd 
oceanic iqwi A Peaut*uiY rich 
resonant drone- heavy opu* trom ex 
members, of SjthO]}}. Burn^o Witch. 
HSoahnOk* ona Mr Bu>gin. 



www.southern . net 




THE OWL SERVICE 
A GARLAND OF SONG 

Nobody Has attempted mbong haat- 
HonoJ £ntfwi rbfc PoPads end psyche- 
Orta qudeifce ihflin mo mi 30 Yeats ■ 
bWuttWrnvjk^rifr^onOnged. 
sxqgidi«fV oaectfed end ccjriuwd on 
lope wtth an autnontk: warmth. 
Prepare to be enchanted by Ihe Ovrf 
Service 



j^| 



Geoff Barrow 





m r 


! 


\U 



« 




• 



I first saw Om play, I had th 
heard Public Enemy when I was a kid' -Geoff Barrow 



Adrian: "I think when Geoff got together 
with Fat Paul, he was very influenced by his 
taste in music, which I thought was a good 
thing. I'd vaguely heard of Om and Sunn O))) 
from The Wire magazine, and Oren Ambarchi 
who plays with Sunn O))), I know him well 
from Australia, where we just hung out and 
listened to music and I wentto see him play 
a few times. It was an incredibly important 
experience for me to meet Oren at that time. 
I was reading a lot and listening to a lot of 
musicthat I generally wouldn't have listened 
to, like pure electronic avant-garde. I'd heard 
of Sunn O))) through him. But Geoff was now 
starting to listen to this stuff too, and we'd 
play each other things. 

"Forme, it wasn't such a major revelation, 
because I'd been in the avant-garde world a 
little bit more and I'd listened to more stuff. But 
Geoff was extremely excited about it. And he 
was also extremely excited about musicthat I'd 
played him about 10yearsagoand he wouldn't 
fucking listen to! It was a good point for us." 

Third is not Portishead's avant-metal album, 
however. Despite the fact that it is largely 
reliant on live instrumentation, it barely 
touches on rock at all. It's a disparate, dissolute 
collection of pulses, rattles, strums and drones, 
a skeletal framework around which Beth's 
vaporous vocals are coiled like shivering strands 
of ectoplasm. It's full of holes. When it does 
approach rock for scrap sonics, it's the very 
fringes of the form that prove useful, stray 
blips and beeps sourced from outsiders such 



as Pere Ubu and Silver Apples. Opening track 
'Silence' is at first underwhelming, a barely 
produced railroad clatter which cuts out with 
the jarring abruptness of a Skullf lower or 
Sunroof! track. The reference to UK noise 
stalwart Matthew Bower's bands is a salient 
one; the following song, 'Hunter', features 
abysmal arcs of muzzled, droning guitar noise 
not unlike those which dominate Skullflower's 
recently reissued lllrd Gatekeeper and, 
elsewhere, the trio's approach to noise and 
repetition faintly echoes Bower's latterday 
explosions of Krautrock convention in his 
Sunroof! releases, 'The Rip' and 'Machine 
Gun' being notable examples. 

It isn't that Portishead have delivered a 
difficult album, as such; it's just not necessarily 
what was expected, or asked for. It certainly 
doesn't sound designed to please anyone. But 
then, a band who are at liberty to leave a gap 
of 1 1 years between releases while losing little 
of their mystery and kudos are hardly beholden 
to the same laws that govern most of the pop 
fodder we eagerly consume. 

For some, Third is bound to be considered 
a failure. It isn't the 'soundtrack for a non- 
existent movie' its predecessors were, it 
is singularly ill-suited to being a lifestyle 
accessory, it's awkward and rough around 
the edges, and not in a fashionable way. But 
neither is it a fuck-off gesture to the music 
industry. Th ird succeeds because it simply 
doesn't care what you think or what else might 
be going on around it, it's unconcerned with 
hip-hop, trip-hop, dubstep, electronica, Sixties 



soundtrack fetishism or anything other than 
being a Portishead album. 

Geoff: "We've never been interested in being 
famous, really. If you don't go looking for it, 
you ain't gonna be in it, are you? I dunno. 
I don't want to sound like I'm bolshy about 
stuff, but we often get asked to turn up for 
awards, you know, to win the 'inspirational 
award', or whatever. And it's just, like, 
'Fuck that!'" 

Adrian: "I would like someone to come 
up and say, 'Your music's fucking SHIT!' and 
just tell me why they think it's shit. You know 
what I mean?" 

The business sucks, for sure. Anyone who 
has spent more than five minutes within its 
oily embrace will tell you the same. Portishead 
choose to ignore it, not just because they can, 
but because they can't get their heads around 
the idea that anyone wouldn't. Although 
Dummy, and to a lesser extent Portishead, 
presented the public with something so fully- 
formed and complete in itself that it ended up 
being adopted wholesale as the sound of an 
era, as a textbook or template, for Portishead 
it was - cliche alert - only the beginning. It was 
something they couldn't, and wouldn't, repeat, 
because, to them, it wouldn't make sense to 
rehash anything. 

In this regard, Portishead remain both wise 
and innocent- and these are the strengths 
which allowthem to continue to essay human 
weakness with such unerring accuracy and 
unnerving truthfulness. 
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lyyyGlass Candy and Chromatics have traded labels, restyled sound and shifted mood to help write ^y^ 
VVVthe next chapter in the troubled history of dance music in America >V^ 



^^^^0"Let me give you the rundown on how this works 
rffj~ originally, when I decided to start a dance label, 
ffffi was for me to release bootlegs and edits of my 
favourite dance songs, a fun thing on the side. But 
'one day Glass Candy were in my kitchen drinking 

ine at five in the morning, listening to records. 
I was telling them how I'm DJing a lot, I wanna do 
(this label, and I wanna call it Italians Do It Better." 

It's 1 0pm, Thursday. My kitchen, Brighton. 
Four hours earlier, in New Jersey, Mike Simonetti - 
'straight-talking founder and CEOof Troubleman 
Unlimited and, now, America's buzziest dance label 
talks me through tactics on his Blackberry. 

"A couple of nights later, there's a show in 
Manhattan. They've [Glass Candy] just started 
playing more electronic stuff -this is, like, two years 
'ago. And it was crazy, people were flipping out. 
'So we go back to my place and it's like, hey, Glass 
iCandy and Chromatics can be on that label. Let's 
make a tour CD. That became /\fterDar/:. Johnny 
[Jewel, label co-founder and musical director of 
Glass Candy and Chromatics] made 1 00, and they 
'sold out pretty much immediately. But one of the 
iguys who bought it was from Pitchfork. He reviewed 
it, and the rest is history. . . " 

If it seems counterintuitive that this latest 
attempt to get America's rock kids to let down 
their defences and dance (not mosh), spirals from 
"roubleman Unlimited's hi-impact punk work-outs 
land excoriating noise baths (Erase Errata to Wolf 
Eyes), it's perhaps because the rock press struggles 
vvith dance music - and musical history is written 
not by the winners, but the media. 

Almost uniquely among genres, disco-the 
last time dance music managed genuine popular 
isuccess across the States - was assigned an actual 
idate of death: 1 2 July 1 979, Disco Demolition Night 
a baseball promo which saw the braniacs in charge 
of destroying donated disco records make a crater 
in the pitch (just before the game). The 'Disco 
'Sucks' campaign reached its zenith as the rockists 
in the stands realised they could use leftover discs 
jas discuses, triggering a riot. 

In response, anti-disco playlists sprang up 
on radio stations, and record companies threw 
heir promotional muscle behind punk and AOR, 
bringing the Eighties in. House and techno would 
ollowin Detroit and Chicago, but fail to cross over. 

Whether Italians Do It Better will manage to 
reconnect the pleasure-positive, open-ended 
possibilities of dance music to America's heartland 
is anyone's guess (their biggest current audiences 
'are in London and Australia). Perhaps the story here 
is that they're trying at all. 

Not that they always were. I first heard Glass Candy 
'with the release of their 2003 TMU album, Love 
JLove Love. Johnny Jewel, Ida No and (soon-to- 
^depart) Ginger Peach looked and sounded like 
^defiantly anachronistic (albeit digitised) glam rock 
^transplants, careering between self-destructive 

snarl-ups and long mornings after. "These days 



it's hard to find a dandy in any world, " lamented 
Ida, the howl of an endangered species amid the 
doomed and dwindling notes of a debut that 
sounded more like a finale, a band out of time. 

The next time I'd hear from Johnny, he'd 
additionallyjoined a guttural, atonal scrawl of 
a band called Chromatics. To see the result, it's 
instructive to scan thru 'Ice Hatchets', from 2004's 
(pre-Jewel) album Plaster Hounds. Adam Miller — 
now the only surviving original member- barks 
through nightmarish banks of lo-fi fuzz as drums 
detonate approximately in the near distance. 

In 2005, another version would materialise, 
pearled with elegiac piano, prefiguring 2006's 
cinematic suite, Shining Violence. Killing the 
tempo, introducing synth and vocoder, and titling 
alternately vocal and instrumental numbers 'Hotel', 
'The Gemini' and 'Hands In The Dark', made for 
an evocative and quietly threatening experience; 
the endless, vertiginous photo-zooms from Blade 
Runner; punk dive to arthouse cinema. 

The night before, my afterhours call wakes 
Adam Miller, in Portland, from a midday nap. I'm 
caffeinated; he's laconic. "We pretty much work 
all thetime. Johnny would never sleep if he could. 



and sax runs, but Ida still sang "What we gonna do rff A 
when it comes for us?" like dawn equal led death. 

Even this very 21 st Century disconnect, between t 
the beauty of the backing track and the uneasiness 
of the words, is not without foreshadows. Back 
In 1 977, at the very genesis of synth/space disco, 
ensemble bustle was replaced by a voice, a room, 
a machine. When Donna Summer sang about 
feeling love, it was abstract. She sounded like 
the last person on earth. 



Hearing from Adam how Glass Candy and 
Chromatics (with Chromatics recently completed 
by Adam's drummer brother Natty plus Ruth 
Radelet's pillowy vocals) prefer to operate 
autonomously from the waking world, I ask Johnny 
for his (as Mike put it, 'purist') studio routine. 

"Suite 304 is on the third floor of a warehouse 
that has been a sign-painting company since 1 903. 
During the day, the fumes are so intense I can't really 
record anything -the studio has no windows. So 
I have to wait until the evening to really get started. 
There's two pianos in there. I'll hammer out an idea 
I dreamt about, or a song that's been on the back 
burner on piano for about an hour, just warming 
up my hands, and opening up the space. Then I'll 




'Glass Candy is pop art. Chromatics 

iS Still life' -Johnny Jewel 



He'd be in the studio seven days a week, 24 hours 
a day. We write at night. We record at night. I help 
with Glass Candy stuff. We're all working towards 
a common goal." 

He doesn't want to talk about the early records, 
agrees that the two bands work to create their 
own world but deflects my probes as to detail or 
motivation. I say, even the way you guys dress 
seems defined by the music you make. 

"We leave nothing to chance." 

you should be dancing 

The next Glass Candy record I heard was Nite 
Nurses. It threw me further than the Chromatics' 
jump-cut 'cause it swam upstream - from punk 
flexi toward disco 1 2-inch. I liked what I heard, 
but was confused. Going from a mainstream 
to underground genre is 'experimenting', and 
the other way round, 'selling out', right? 

But disco was a demilitarised zone, a discredited 
scene, far from popular. Anyway, this was hardly 
uncomplicated feelgood fare. Despite the loping 
dancefloor bass, the 'Nite Nurses' invoked in the 
title track were underlit by a premonitory Argento 
glissando, and 'Life After Sundown' might have 
massed an ecstatic upward spiral of rhythm guitar 



turn everything on, and listen to what was being 
worked on the night before. Usually there alone, 
seven days a week. After I get an idea really rolling. . . 
I'll call Ida, Ruth, or Adam. Sometimes I'll wake 
them up, and ask them to come down immediately. 

"I usually peak around 4am, then spend the 
next two or three hours mixing. I get into a mild 
trancelike state, listening to the drums from 
different parts of the room. Really quietly at first. 
Then louder and louder. When I can't tell what 
I am hearing anymore, or start dropping things. . . 
I pick up a bottle of wine, and go home. " 

if you want it (do it yourself) 

'Life After Sundown' surfaced again last year 
on Beatbox, Glass Candy's first full collection on 
Italians Do It Better. It's a microcosm of the way 
disco wriggled free of the extravagant (and 
expensive) orchestration it inherited from Philly 
Soul toward synthesisers, and the unprecedented 
plasticity of sound they offer. Machine melodies 
overlap like candy-chromatic Perspex panels. 

Johnny: " My composition process is the exact 
same as it has been since I started recording in 
1 990. The instruments don't determine the process. 
For me, music is really abstract, like graphic design - 
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Chromatics L-R: Adam Miller, 
Natty Miller, Ruth Radelet 
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^and the different instruments, colours. I have 
^been using more green and blue, a little less red. 

"I couldn't have a conversation with a real 
r musician. I can't read music. The only way I can 
'document ideas is to record them. I use analogue 
^and digital both. Digital drums and analogue 
^electronic drums, digital piano and acoustic piano, 
^new synths and old synths. It's easier to get a warm 
.sound with analogue - but digital is so precise. 
'[So it really just depends on what the track needs. " 

The ingredients may be artificial, but there's 
ia communal warmth to the music -with nods to 
(filtered house, Moroderesque arpeggios and even 
^Southern hip-hop Casio brass. Released at the same 
.time was Chromatics' latest. When I tell Adam I find 
'even Night Drive's gentle (but icy) drift ominous, 
'he gives a laugh and says, "Well, you are British. . . " 
This makes me paranoid (perhaps proving his point). 

In terms of the oft-debated differences between 
^these two co-ordinating outfits, Johnny types it out: 
"Glass Candy is pop art. Chromatics is still life." 

'I'm talking to Mike again, looking out my window, 
'toward the sea, asking the difference between 

^music you can dance to and dance music. He's 

Jn the back room of a New Jersey record store, 

^"Surrounded by crates of old house records. 
" If you listen to disco, those are songs - they 
vere meant for the nightclub, but some of the 

^best songs ever written are disco songs - the 
structure and melodies and stuff. A lot of people 

^nowadays are just interested in making a really 
banging song, where it just builds up and builds 

'up and kicks in... That's good too, but there's a lot 

'more you can do." 



reach out (i'll be there) 

Bands are always refining, accessorising, trying new 
directions - but the transfigurations Glass Candy 
and Chromatics have lived through are much more 
fundamental than stylistic experimentation. Placing 
the emotional dissonance of their early days against 
the intellectual space and time they inscribe circa 
now, documents adolescence to adulthood. 

" It's been a gradual shift. It's taken 1 years. 
The band is in a constant state of exploration. This 
isn'tthe final destination," writes Johnny in his 
final email, before disappearing back to the studio 
(where he's banned phones). 

"It was fun in the beginning," says Adam. "We 
just kind of - exploded. But we're not the same 
people we were eight or nine years ago. You have 
to grow. Back in the old days it was more violent. " 
Now? "It's a celebration." 

I tried to tell Adam, then Mike, that I considered 
what they were doing as being - potentially - 
more actually transgressive than when they were 
launching their broadsides from within rock's 
further out precincts. I don't think I made myself 
very clear. Let me try again. 

Rock music is bedroom music, and when it cribs 
from classical, it's to boost the album to 'high art' 
status. When disco (and most dance music since) 
does the same, it's more for function and effect - 
musical breakdowns and emotive builds - and 
dance music is a shared trip that has to prove its 
every call on the dancefloor. 

Disco invented the remix, but it was always more 
about expanding the experience in duration and 
sensation (rather than blitzing 'em back to the Stone 
Age). And dance music has always understood the 



Musical history is written not by the 
winners, but the media 



Italians do a lot more. Full-lengths, 1 2-inch 
^extends, and regular tours - including their first 

itime in the UK, this month and at May's Pitchfork- 
^curated ATP . And while cynics may see their much- 

xultivated mystique as affectation, in actuality, it 

roots naturally from their insistence on total control 
'of their own world (including artwork, and crossing 
^over into Mike's industry-honed anti-marketing 

itactics). The labelmates turn down as many 
^interviews as they do remixes. 

" Because of the internet, it's so easy to become 
r f lavour of the month - you give a blog a song, 
'and they put it up, say it's the best song ever. . . 
i\ mean, have you ever seen a blog say a song 

sucks?" Download this -it's awful! "If we became 
^popular, there'd be a backlash tomorrow." 

Most radically, Glass Candy and Chromatics 
r have long-since abandoned the traditional album 
'model in favour of limited edition tour CD-Rs 
^(plus vinyl for DJs and those who want the artefact). 
"That's our punk background coming through, 

y'know?" says Mike. "Glass Candy have been 
^giving their music away long before Radiohead - 
'on their MySpace. People still buy the records. If 

1 you respect the person who likes your band, they'll 
^reciprocate, and support you." 

It also means they can step away from some of 
jthe other throwbacks to a more commodified age 

- like the perfect take. Each tour CD-R (and there 
^are over 20) brings wholly re-arranged versions of 

'favoured tracks. 

Johnny: " I don't save any settings - no matter 
^how much I like a track. I build all my sounds from 

.scratch for each song. So they all sound different. 

Similar in theme. But different." 



almost subliminal power words attain over a 
hypnotic rhythm pattern. One of the questions 
Italians. . .asks is: what happens when a track stops 
advertising itself ("Move your body"; "Gonna 
make you feelgood") and sneaks tendrils into your 
subconscious ("What will happen when I awake?" 
-Chromatics; "The brilliance of white, white light" - 
Glass Candy)? 

As the anti-dance campaign of the Seventies 
showed, there's a puritanical kink to American 
culture which has less problems with ostentatious 
violence than it does even sexual euphemism. Rock 
(including much of punk) prefers the armour of 
anger and extrovert gestures to our ability to absorb, 
to react, to change. And it's no accident that disco 
is both the music and the place. It's a space, a mood 
that encourages us to express ourselves rather than 
watch stars, inertly. 

Today, the Italians Do It Better roster is more 
famous online than off, but the omens are good - 
there's even a Studio 54 in Second Life. Glass Candy 
and Chromatics -with their DIY methodology and 
hi-gloss finish, their confrontation ripened into 
subversion - are never going to be uncomplicatedly 
any one thing, and can only continue to hybridise 
and mutate. The walls are falling, between genres, 
scenes, worlds and times, and between us, too. 

From Portland (at night): "Each song captures 
a moment. Those moments add up to movements. 
We don't hold a lot of stock in scenes or a specific 
aesthetics. It's all art. And it grows and changes just 
like anything else in this world. The writing process 
is the same. The recording process is the same. 

"We get better at getting out of the way. Letting 
the music take control. The beat becomes stronger. ' 






the italojob 

Words: Piers Martin 

How Italo is Italians Do It Better? 
We set the record straight 

If you're thinking that Italians Do It Better is an 
Italo-disco label, or a label that releases Italo-disco 
records, then you're kind of wrong. Kind of, because 
for those who adore Italo-disco, the term has a more 
profound meaning than a description of an obscure 
genre of dance music made in Italy in the early 
Eighties. To these people, " Italo" is more akin to 
a way of life - a certain approach that could be 
considered Italo. Like the music of that era, for 
something to evoke the essence of Italo, it ought 
to be playful, colourful, naive, melancholy, romantic, 
unusual, and definitely emotional. 

In this respect, because it possesses these 
qualities, Italians Do It Better is undeniably Italo. 
In any case, the label does have an act on its books 
who purport to be from Italy, which helps. Shadowy 
three-piece Mirage have a couple of late-night slow- 
burners on the After Dark compilation, as well as 
a tasteful remix of Indeep's 'Last Night A DJ Saved 
My Life', and are soon to release their debut EP for the 
label. What's interesting is how similar the production 
sounds to music made by Glass Candy and Chromatics; 
similar pace, sentiment, arrangement. We're not saying 
Mirage is another project by Johnny Jewel, but it could 
be, and, well, why not? It should also be noted that 
this new Mirage is not a mirage of the older Mirage, 
the short-lived Italo-disco outfit whose exquisite 1 983 
number 'Woman' still makes grown men cry. Especially 
as the 1 2-inch goes for 1 50 euros. 

Professor Genius - a guy named Jorge Velez - 
is perhaps the most orthodox artist on Italians. His 
single 'La Grotta' proved that while he can handle his 
arpeggiated basslines and has a degree in Advanced 
Moroder, he's neither a professor nor a genius. His 
straight-up synth sprawls lack the finesse of his 
labelmates' efforts, but his pedal-to-the-metal 
technique suggests he knows where he's heading. 

From the upscale suburbs of Dallas, Farah is a 
slender enigma whose 'Law Of Life' 1 2-inch for Italians 
last October set many tongues wagging. Hooked on 
George Michael and Justin Timberlake, this siren might 
be Italians' answer to Ed Banger's Uffie, only she's 
a good deal more mysterious. Johnny Jewel produced 
'Law Of Life', a tantalising chugger on which 
Farah drawls a thing or two about stuff like some 
electroclash chanteuse marooned in 2001 . 

"I shelter myself in life. I don't talk to anyone. 
I don't read books. I hardly own any CDs or records," 
she told a Swedish magazine last year. "I listen to pop 
because I want that 'kick' that Wham ! had. I listen to 
a lot of Glass Candy. I don't know what my lyrics are 
going to be like. Right now, I like the phrase 'girls with 
satin sashes'." 

Out of touch and out of time, in her own time, Farah 
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1S0 you grew up in New Jersey... how were you 
s a kid, and what was your earliest experience 
of New York? 

'Back in grade school, in the early Eighties, I was 



nightclubs. I would go to other clubs and hand out 
flyers, and I'd get paid by the flyer. I started working 
at Mars because I wanted to listen to hip-hop, and 
Funkmaster Flex was the in-house DJ. But then there 
was a house room, and the music pretty much 
immediately grabbed me." 

How did Troubleman begin? 

"Troubleman started as a fanzine called 
Wanna Communicate around '89, '90. Terrible 
name, but it kinda took off. It was based around 
these bands that used to play at a venue called ABC 
No Rio, a community centre in the Lower East Side. 
At the time, CBGBs was becoming really violent, 
gangs were coming in, it got real macho. ABC No 
Rio formed in response to that. Towards the end of 
'92 I did a zine that came with a tape compilation, 
and that was the first release on Troubleman - it was 



'I'm not going to claim I made noise 
mainstream, but I was certainly one 
of the first labels to do that stuff' 




really into Iron Maiden- Number Of The Beast, Piece 
Of Mind. And rap -we had a lot of good radio 
'stations in New York. Before I had a driver's license, 

'ou had to take a bus, then a train -it would take 
ilike an hour, so I used to sneak out there all night. 
jNew York's pretty safe now but back then it was 
sketchy- walking from CBGBs to the train station 
was pretty dangerous. When I hit high school I was 
'doing a lot of skateboarding, which went hand in 
ihand with hardcore. I saw 7 Seconds at CBGBs, 
ithey were kinda posi, positive hardcore. There was 

small straight-edge scene, and I didn't really do 
clrugs or drink, so I gravitated towards that. " 
What was your introduction to the 

MYC clubs? 

Well, I needed a job and the guys who got 
ime into skating alsoknew guys wjio workedjn 

^27 plan of 
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all over the map, a 90-minute cassette compilation 
that ranged from raging hardcore to indie rock. 

"Around the mid-Nineties, I was heavily into the 
whole Riot Grrrl scene, I loved this band Unwound 
from Olympia. I was like, wow, this is like Black 
Flag meets... Black Flag (laughs). So I wrote them 
a letter, I was like do you wanna do a record? They 
ended up becoming popular, opened for Fugazi 
on a few tours. If it wasn't for them I wouldn't 
have a label." 

You put out early records by Black Dice, 
as well - 1 remember seeing them at the 
Mercury Lounge in 2001, and they were 
full-on noise, a completely different band 
to what they became. 

"That was the day I got the copies of their 'Cold 
Hands' EP back. Before that show Black Dice were 



a really violent hardcore band -they'd play 
five-minute sets and the singer, Eric would just 
kick people in the crowd, punch them, throw shit 
at them . They were sloppy but they were great. 

"Through Black Dice I got into Wolf Eyes. 
I remember seeing Wolf Eyes play a show at this 
Brooklyn warehouse, and at the time they were 
really crazy, really fast. I put out Dead Hills, the first 
Wolf Eyes record that had big distribution. At that 
time, I was putting out loads of weird shit -violent 
music; it wasn't hardcore, but hardcore kids were 
suddenly getting into it. I'm not going to claim 
I made noise mainstream, but I was certainly one 
of the first labels to do that stuff. " 

What are you DJing at the moment? 

"I like a bit of Italo, but I don't like playing 
it out. You know, I have this weird aversion to 
playing shitty music when I DJ. Now when you 
go to most DJ nights, everyone's playing bangers, 
electro stuff. 

"I think the reason I don't like electro isn't the 
music, it's the crowd. I remember, there was a Daft 
Punk afterparty in Brooklyn. The Justice dudes were 
in town to DJ. It's totally packed and they're playing 
rock stuff, and people start crowd-surfing, diving 
off the DJ booth. It was the worst thing I've ever 
seen. I miss the days when people would dance like 
normal people." 

So now Italians has taken off, is Troubleman A 
on ice? 

"Well, I'm actually putting out about 1 1 releases ' 
in three weeks. Eight Troubleman records and three i 
Italians - all vinyl, no CD. We're putting out a triple , 
LP of After Dark, and the next three 12-inchescome ( 
out in a month. There's Invisible Conga People from 
New York, then there's two 1 2s from Sweden's Tie 
Dye -the first is a Metallica cover, and the second 
is a really limited thing, a remix of this band called 
Rubies. I don't know who they are, an all-girl band, 
but it's got Feist on vocals. We're trying to keep the 
hype there, but not flood the market. Unless it's the 
best record ever made, it'll fade. " 

So, keep it simmering...? 
Yeah. Keep it simmering forever." [laughs] 
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Newtraditionalists 

The Wave Pictures keep it 

simple and keep us sweet 

Words: Meryl Trussler 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 
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Don't prepare to be blown away by The Wave 
Pictures. Please keep your heart-rate at an 
amble. Sometimes band love is about those 
slower, more blissful cardiac movements, and 
there will be plenty of those with these dopey, 
dapper little rock'n'roll songs. 

The thing is, The Wave Pictures aren't 
an eager young puppy of a band, despite 



delivering a new album, Instant Coffee Baby, 
on the fun-spangled Moshi Moshi label, and 
just recently drawing a lot more eyes up and 
away from pint glasses in gigs around London. 
They've been around since the late Nineties, 
touring Spain or Germany or New York, quietly 
putting out lovingly-crafted CD-Rs with hasty, 
photocopier-chic artwork. Secondly, I doubt 
they ever really felt new, in any Big Bang sort 
of way. It was probably breezier, more organic. 
As though they wandered into a jam session 
mid-way, and swiftly picked up the beat. 

So, presenting The Wave Pictures, unpolished. 
Maybe even a little dusty, for character. Vitals: 
guitarist/singer Dave Tattersall, bassist Franic 
Rozycki (who speaks seldom, but smiles in 
occasional approval: "Like Buddha, sitting 



unperturbed under a tree" - his bandmates) 
and drummer Jonny Helm. Triangulated from 
Yorkshire and Leicestershire via universities of 
Glasgow and Cardiff, though they were "neve 
nota band". Friends^ housemates, drinking 
companions. Raised to this point listening 
mostly to music from the Fifties through the 
Seventies, playing shows with thetr heroes, 
principally Herman Dune and Jeffrey Lewis - 
it's pretty much all they've ever known, like 
Tarzan raised by the apes. See, it's not that they 
don't understand your new world -they're 
just not overly giddy about all the shiny objects. 
Their reputation for ignorance of modern 
music actually precedes them. 

I mean, do you like any bands around at 
the moment? 

They think. They suppose so. "But they're 
all our friends," Dave interjects. "Darren 
Hayman, Herman Dune, The WowZ, The Baby 
Skins, Turner Cody, Jeff Lewis. These are people 
we would know well enough to say hello to." 
He then seems itchily uncomfortable with me 
grouping this musical network into any sort of 
scene or genre. He does concede, "I think that 
they're more interested in good songs than 
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l-r: Franic Rozycki (bass), Dave Tattersall 
(voice/guitar), Jonny Helm (drums) 



thread. And a lot of them are really interested 
in old music, too, and. ..they don't especially 
belong anywhere. And they're friends. They're 
sincere. They run the risk of embarrassing 
themselves with what they sing. They're 
unafraid, maybe." 

Which couldn't be truer of The Wave 
Pictures themselves, gleeful and unashamed 
as they are on Instant Coffee Baby. As suits their 
needs, it's still recorded live, in under a week, 

a studio beneath the Duke Of Uke shop off 
ondon's Brick Lane -though with crisper 
•roduction than they've granted themselves 
before, all the better for you to hear Dave 
relate the sun to a "Pack of orange spaniels", 
or reprise that most surrealist of lyrics on 
'Strange Fruit For David'- "A sculpture is 
a sculpture/ Marmalade is marmalade/And 
a sculpture of marmalade is a sculpture/But it 
isn't marmalade ".The guitar slurs, chuckles and 
>es throughout, ever-amused by its player. 
j nonsense, and still doggedly memorable. 

I'm eager to know where and how on earth 
they learned their party tricks. What about the 
kind of music The Wave Pictures love? What is 
it about rock'n'roll that's so pervasive? 

Dave: "[The records I like] are all rock'n'roll 
records. Even the ones that aren't. To my mind, 
it's music based on the three chords that would 
make up the 12-bar blues. Played at a slightly 
faster speed, with a drummer. And that's 
everything from The Velvet Underground 
to Television to The Smiths to Hefner, even. 
Because nearly all music is like that, in a way. 
When you hear music where they use different 
chords, it sounds... weird. Like, synth-pop, or 
c ^mething, or rap - rap doesn't have chords, 

,JI the chorus. It's just a guy rapping. Gah, 
it's weird, I don't like it. Bring back the chords!" 

Jonny; "Ah, the whitest man alive." 

Dave: "That's not whitel Lightnin' Hopkins 
wouldn't have liked rap, would he?" 

Jonny: "He would have. Maybe." 

Dave: "He wouldn't have liked it. It's just... 
those are the good chords. It's probably 
something we can't choose. Nearly all music 
that humans have ever made - including rap, 
in some ways - contains those three chords. 
Avant-garde music, classical music, they're 
exceptions. But if you hear African music, South 
American music, European folk music, the blues 
-they're all roughly the same. A Britney Spears 
song is the same as a Woody Guthrie song 
in that it's more similar than it's different, 
musically. Anything you hear that sounds 
completely unfamiliar to you is... contrived. 
It's like an intellectual contrivance." 

That probably won't attract unanimous 
nodding from Plan B readers, but there's 
admirable conviction in Dave's wide-eyed 
arguments (and the sa|e, postscript "yep"s 



heart 



offered by Franic and Jonny). He flinches at 
being called a purist, but The Wave Pictures 
do seem to have a few basic commandments 
of rock'n'roll scrawled indelibly across their 
hearts, and framing that guitar/bass/drums 
holy trinity. It's a heritage of sorts, and they're 
demure but passionate about defending it. 

"If you're really into music, you're going 
to find an awful lot of music you want to listen 
to was made a while ago," Dave proposes. 
"I don't think I feel that nostalgic -there's not 
really any option but to live now- 1 just think 
that the likelihood of yourfavourite band 
coming from 1969 seems as likely as your 
favourite band being from 2008. 

"Also, a big thing is that records, now, 
they're produced very loud, very heavily 

'The mainstream 
life is really 
damaging for 
almost everybody' 

compressed, with an awful lot of instruments 
put on them. If you listen to a Creedence 
Clearwater Revival record? you hear two 
guitars, the bass and the drums. It's a very 
brilliant sound. If you hear an Arctic Monkeys 
single -the Arctic Monkeys are better 
songwriters than Creedence, but if you hear 
the sound of their records, it's like 500 guitars 
compressed down to this synthesiser squall, 
a drumkit that triggers off 800 other drumkits, 
and the whole sound is overwhelmingly loud 
and overwhelmingly compressed. I suppose 
that's something to be nostalgic about. You 
can't beat the sound of records from the late 
Sixties, early Seventies. It never improved." 

So how do you think this decade will 
be remembered? 

Jonny: "It'd be sad if it were remembered 
for everything being converted to MP3, and 
being digital, and like Dave says, all that 
compression stuff." 

None of the band, thus far, has taken 
the bait to turn introspective, or shown any 
of that Pinter-pausing artistic ego that their 
songwriting abilities ought really afford them. 
Dave does, however, jump on this opportunity 



with a sort of smirking, primary school football- 
team pride: "I'd like it if it was the decade of 
The Wave Pictures! And people would think, 
'Yeah, that was a cool decade, The Wave 
Pictures were in it.' And we should also be 
remembered for [the next decade]. That's 
when we're really going to be coming into 
our own. Like the Stones in the early Seventies. 
We're going to put out great records in... the 
early Tens? Is that how you say it? 

"I don't know what it's going to be 
remembered for," he continues. "I suppose it 
seems to me like, more and more, the division 
between popular music and underground 
music has got bigger over the course of my 
lifetime. They seem like completely separate 
worlds. The underground is this self-sustaining 
world that has nothing to do with the 
mainstream, and the mainstream incorporates 
less and less alternative musics. Maybe that's 
what it'll be remembered for. " 

And are you cynical about that? 

Dave: "I feel cynical about mainstream 
everything. The mainstream life is really 
damaging for almost everybody. That doesn't 
mean that there aren't mainstream songs that 
I love. I liked that 'Umbrella' song. No one liked 
that more than me." 

Jonny: "I bet people did like it more 
than you." 

Dave: "They probably did like it more than 
me. ..Yeah, it'sterrible, mainstream anything. 
Big groups of people all doing thesame thing 
is very bad, any way you look at it. If you go to 
see a band, and there's only two of you there, 
you really knowyou like them, and you really 
know it means something. If you go and see 
a band and there's 800,000 people there, it 
doesn't mean anything at all. To you, or them, 
or anybody else. 

"There you go," he says, with contented 
finality. With edgy new-band enthusiasm! With 
greasy chip in hand! "Smash the system!... And, 
uh, otherthings likethat." 
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two halves 

Words: Adam Anonymous 

Photography: Steve Asenjo 

Anni Rossi/Rollin Hunt 

Buffalo, Cardiff 

Sometimes it's better to say nothing. Rollin 
Hunt, awkward (but likeable) boyfriend of 
tour-mate Anni Rossi, is onstage. He's blushing 
his way through emotionally chaotic (but 
likeable) prairie songs-on-a-budget with the 
charm of Jeffrey Lewis after a wise-ass bypass. 
But Rollin can't help himself. He chatters 
between songs and tune-ups as if language 
is being mixed - nay, invented- in his mouth 
like consonant candyfloss. The banter is 
endearing but ultimately nonsense. Even 
Rossi, sitting stage rear behind a perfunctory 
drumkit, glances at her beau quizzically. 
The early evening crowd, meanwhile, is 
too busy rolling metaphorical dustballs. 
Tough gig. 

Naturally, those space-gazers are in the 
midst of a very different experience. They 
have no inkling that barely an hour earlier, 
with snowstorms raging further north, there 



was no show. One of Rollin's kooky lines 
would have been welcomed at any point 
up until approximately 30 seconds before 
the show opened, when the pair and party 
arrived with almost comic book timing. 

No matter. Rollin departs, his Chicago- 
based girl provides one sparkling aural climax 
after another, minus any distracting dialogu* 
All she has is a creaking viola, tapping boots 

A creaking viola, 
tapping boots and a 
voice sent from a non- 
overwrought island 
of Pixieland 

and a voice sent from a non-overwrought 
island of Pixieland. Joanna Newsom 
comparisons are almost guaranteed. But 
Anni Rossie's splendour is one stripped of 
forced drama and, largely, laughable lyricism. 
After all, could Newsom take the stage with 
nothing more than a painfully basic check 
that she's facing a clutch of fully operational 



microphones, one of which is exclusively 
trained on stage-stomping feet? 

In the blur of aforementioned show- 
related worry -that brand of fretting, oh 
yes, that ages people two years in an evening 
- the ordering of Rossi's set-l ist seems 
unimportant. Rossi herself has an ageless, 



feral quality about herthat will have you 
wondering if Mr Hunt is punching above 
his weight or what exactly, huh? for the 
duration. But of more crucial concern is 
how the mountainous highlights ('Safety Of 
Objects', her single 'Wheelpusher', wondrous 
opener 'Machine') are like Everests compared 
to the Himalayas: sure, the heights are damn 
high, but there's plenty of good company 
to go around. 

It's something not lost on what, by the 
conclusion of Rossi's rapturously-received 
magic, is a crowd packed tight enough that 
latecomers can't see what is causing the 
quiet melee. 

And, as they melt into the cultural 
hurricane of a Friday night in Cardiff, Anni 
Rossi is a comparative secret everyone will 
soon long to spread. 



Brooklyn -to a small town on the South 
coast, a subtly outcast presence. He's less 
dramatic than expected, plainly handsome, 
a little gangly, red top, jeans, trainers. 

He begins, without a word, to play: 
songs as bare and exposed as desert soil, 
hung from threads of skeletal banjo and 
judicious guitar picking, sung by a soft 
voice with sharp edges. Each one, he 

iscued folk song, an artefact 



of memory: ravished lovers, wedding 
dresses, freight trains, float by. 

Lines and notes repeat, encircle each 
other, weaving a delicate fabric in this 



hushed silence (omitting the bass rumble 
from downstairs, the jingle of the bar 
register). Ecstatic whoops, the clapping of 
raw hands, follow each one. All that is solid 
melts into air: a spectral ventriloquist act, 
reanimating the ghosts of America's past. 
And as he stands, wobbling, on the edge of 
the stage for the a capella encore, my heart 
shakes in my throat. 

He drops off. Yes, he's come a long way. 
Daniel Barrow 

Antifolk night 



Gander, Bourne 

Alright. So Frances Donnelly, AKA siren 
songstress Animal Magic Tricks, won't 
be playing, and Brighton antifolk chief 



Larry Pickleman - the other star 
attraction - is nowhere to be seen. So far, 
so shambolic. But that comes with the 
territory, I suppose: Truecore's demeanour 
- drunken, defiantly amateurish, and 
with a whiff of danger - never makes for 
good organisation. 

Not that it's the musicians' faults: Paul 
Hawkins contrasts songs of bohemian 
liberation and satires on worthless lives 
with a totally static delivery, the same 
two chords over and over. Hardsparrow, 
deputising for Frances, occupies the same 
absurdist territory as mid-period Daniel 
Johnston, but much warmer, not cracked 
or panicked; he plays guitar like he were 
saying hello, complete with stutters. 



But. Elderly, hooded miscreant 
Snack, Jack And The Cracker Man 

magnetically attracts the local drunks to 
the stage, repeatedly breaks his acoustic, 
and rants toothless poetry while it's fixed. 
And Shit, unable (or unwilling) to write 
good songs or play in time, admirably live 
up to their name. Some stones, perhaps, 
are best left unturned. 
Daniel Barrow 

Apparat/Holden/Rippe 

The End, London 

Has Border Community come or age I in 
the past, the label's over-reliance on epic 
tracks with big build-ups and breakdowns 
led to an exhausting night out. But tonight 
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only the wrong survive 

Words: Petra Davis 
Photography: Anthony Wallace 

Vialka/Shimmy Rivers And And Canal/ 
Safetyword 

Corsica Studios, London 

One in an identical series of bitter winter 
nights, horizontal rain chasing smokers from 
foot to foot, and the dilapidated leather sofas 
inside are piled with people indistinguishable 
from their coats. The bucolic Safetyword, with 
their tales of summer meadows and floral 
elixirs, are a sore thumb. Asore thumb with 
dandy moustaches. "Pick a dandelion clock 
and blow, "they coo, in their spiny barbershop 
prog, and I wish, I wish. Like many Bristol bands, 
they're secretly a Welsh band, reminiscent of 
the pastorals of Gorkys; but the stubbornness 
of their whimsy, their macrophotographic 
snaps shot through with silver Frippery, can 
make an epic of infinitesimal differences - 
between one flower and another; between 
the nights of a long and difficult winter. 

The sofas have emptied of people now, 
coats discarded like husks, but Shimmy are 



too busy to notice. Busy with harmonium, 
with cymbals tied together with string, with 
sax and trumpet and clarinet, bass, guitars and 
keyboards, with what looks like a mic'd up box 
of chocolates. This is a profligate racket; songs 
are shrugged off like best friends in infant 
school. Passion so clearly expressed a moment 
before is forgotten, a new attitude is chosen 
to prevail. "Your beliefs, they're worth jack," 

Travelling showpeople 
whose every last 
sequin is an invitation 
to celebrate 

yelps Rod to himself, before kicking out the 
miclead. Moments of tenderness are far from 
lost in the melee, however- 'Pink Skies' allies 
purpose and restraint to the attack and range 
for which Shimmy are better known. 

The front few rows are lapping up an 
embarrassed Vialka, soundchecking late- 
they play almost all of 'Menestrels' before 
wandering off to fetch beers. But when they 



™ 





return, they are so present, in a way 
unexpected of such a peripatetic, polyglottal 
duo. Their euphoric griots- laced with 
Marylise's broad, bawdy vibrato and the 
darker-than expected roar of her drums, 
fused somehow with Eric's mathy Afrobeat 
riffs -wander and fluctuate, rhythmically 
and melodically, asfar as the map of their 
interests. (They, with their young baby, are 
aboutto embark upon a 17-datetourof 
China.) Their costumes are those of circus 
personnel -travelling showpeople whose 
every last sequin is an invitation to celebrate. 

So rejoice we do, each in our corner: 
unable any longer to stand on an injured 
foot, I scramble an ungainly perch on the back 
of an abandoned sofa, and yell a wordless 
greeting to the first few bars of 'Trop tard' 
overthe densely-packed, wriggling crowd. 
"Trop tard, il est trop tard, " Mary I ise cal Is 
urgently back, "J'avais envie d'une autre 
we"- and a roomful of people gets a hint, 
unproscribed by the bounds of language, of 
the kind of necessity that might chase a family 
around and around the world, faster than the 
music rushing so joyfully in pursuit. 



is dominated by a more mature sound, 
elliptical and hypnotic. Ripperton's set 
exemplifies this with its gradually building 
momentum; and label boss Holden's 
skittery DJ virtuoso act has moments of 
perfection, where the tumbling beat lands 
square in a perfect groove of Morricone- 
like piano loops and liquid bass. 

A guest live set from Apparat fits this 
aesthetic perfectly. Leaving the gloopy 
indieness of Walls dX home, he takes 
as a stylistic launchpad his Ellen Allien 
collaboration Orchestra Of Bubbles, two 
tracks from which crop up here - all 
melancholy-tinged euphoria distilled into 
computer loops. The tunes that follow 
you wish could go on for days, beautiful 



mantras made into Mobius strips, with 
basslines into synths and vice versa, as the 
music folds back on itself; a perfect flow. 
Robin Wilks 

Hot Chi, 

Academy, Bristol 

Me and some friends used to have this 
stupid gag, wherein we'd perpetually bring 
Hot Chip up as the best band - nay, thing - 
ever. It was rooted in the eerie lawlessness 
of The Warning, an album freakishly hard 
to fault. 

Not so Made In The Dark, parts of 
which sounded like the closest we'll get to 
an audio recording of a smirk. But tonight 
I wonder if maybe the record is Hot Chip's 



attempt to shake free of perfection's 
shackles. There are lulls, especially the new 
ballads, but they only accentuate what is a 
formidably kinetic, focused set. By the time 
the wonderfully earnest stadium-dance of 
'Ready ForThe Floor' yields to the palette- 
cleansing slightness of the closing 'InThe 
Privacy Of Our Love', I'm not hearing that 
smirk any more. 
Andrzej Lukowski 

Paradise Island 

Brudenell Social Club, 

It's a cold, pathetic Sunday nignt ana 
a pitiful number of people have hauled ass 
to see this one-third of Erase Errata do her 
solo thing. And we, the few, are laughing so 



hard, she could leave the room without 
playing another note and we'd be satisfied. 

Jenny Hoyston and her drummer are 
officially very fucking funny ladies. Twenty 
pairs of shoulders shake with laughter. 



psychedelic tones stutter trom ner rigid 
guitar, percussion trailing gently behind, 
respectful and never driving. She plays 
songs from her album with William Elliott 
Whitmore that douse the room in silence. 



forcing the giggles back down our throats 
to form an almighty lump that doesn't 
leave until the hesitant encores are 
complete and we shuffle reluctantly 
back out to the cold. 
HayleyAvron 
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get acquainted 

Words: Jesse Darlin', Frances Morgan, 
Joe Shooman, Ben Webster 

Sharon Van Etten Photo: Cat Stevens 



Plan B supports 
the support bands 



Manatees 




Clwb Ifor Bach, Ca 
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Ebbs And Flows 

Caustic oscillations, ethereal scrapings 
and diamond ceilings of additive drum 
loops hit with suggestions of My Bloody 
Valentine, Spacemen 3 and Warp's 
zenith. A lone man stands with a loop 
pedal and synth where, if you close your 
eyes, a space arkestra exists, www. 
myspace.com/ebbsandflowsmusic (BW) 

David Jaycock 

I like to think of Sheffield guitarist David 
Jaycock and his genial band (including 
harmonium and Jen synth) making their 
living soundtracking childrens' TV shows 
about spooky badgers and talking trees, 
but such things no longer exist and so 
here they are playing to adults instead, 
dusty ghost radio music, part folk, 
part-Broadcast, warm and uncanny 
and a little sad. www.myspace.com/ 



bowed lyre thing that Nite googled when 
he got home, found out it's a 'jouhikko'. 
From his explanations - which, OK, we 
have to take on trust - Kappi's songs 
seemed mainly to be about sex, death, 
and girls getting dragged away by kites. 
lntense.www.pekkokappi.com (FM) 

Shitting Fists 

If you've ever asked yourself if it might 
be like really funny to start a joke metal 
band with some of your mates and print 
up some really shitT-shirts and do a gig 
at the Macbeth for all your other mates 
and annoy the crap out of everyone else, 
just keep that idea in your head where it 
belongs. There might be some music up 
on Shitting Fists' MySpace by now, but 
last time I looked there were just some 
pictures of a girl pulling one of the really 
shitT-shirts over her head. www. 
myspace.com/shittingfuckingfists (FM) 



The Lines Tawiah 

'Domino Effect' is a good song, and these Eat your motherfucking heart out, skinny 

She burned the whole place up 
like I can't explain 

Wolverhampton scamps are selling out Amy Winehouse: make way for the real 

1 ,000 capacity shows in their hometown mama who's got a band and two hot 

and supporting The Charlatans. Young, backing singers and the whole world 

spirited and accomplished indie tunes behind her 'cos this is some kind of 

with a hint of panache, in a Snow Patrol mastery: like a true diva don't need to 

meets The Verve manner, www.myspace. ask, don't need to fuck up, just do it right 

com/wearethelines (JS) first time and thank God for that. www. 

myspace.com/tawiah (JD) 
MC Excentral Tempest 

I went to see the boys spit, to see 'em Sharon Van Etten 

battle, but there was talk of this girl MC I couldn't quite believe the voice that 

who was gonna blow 'em all out, and came out of this tentative, bowl-haired 

when she came, Tempest- alive with woman stroking a nylon-string with 

words - pillar of flame, of rage - she an absent-minded thumb, and I don't 

burned the whole place up like I can't think anyone else could either, so we 

explain and I was biting my fist and - all shut the fuck up and listened. Her 

you have to see her. www.myspace.com/ lyrics teetered on the edge of cliche, 

excentraltempest (JD) righted themselves gloriously; and 

her voice just kept on drifting, slowly 

Pekko Kappi mostly, lovely always. A sort of 

This Finnish dude dressed like he was sleepwalking Buffy Sainte-Marie or 

into camping and techno but proceeded calmed-down Tim Buckley, perhaps, 

to knock out some hypnotic, serpentine but really neither, www.myspace.com/ 

sonqs via rumblv voice and a weird buzzv sharonvanetten (FM) 



They're a personable lot, Manatees; it's just 
that they choose to get the pleasantries 
out of the way before they start their set, 
allowing for 45 uninterrupted minutes of 
strobe-lit sonic ascendancy. Quietly (by 
which we mean loudly) operating from 
their Carlisle homestead, the trio enact 
controlled explosions through the medium 
of epic, proggish heavy rock. 

Edging further away from lazy Isis 
comparisons all the time, the band they 
most resemble these days (going on this 
set of entirely new material) is reborn 
Eighties crypto-industrialists Savage 
Republic, not least during the periods 
where a second volley of percussion is 
employed. The longest composite part 
of their set is currently referred to as '2', 
but given Manatees' yen for title-based 
verbosity, this will probably change. 

The Northern rock you should 
hand your money over to, he said, in 
an unabashed play for the billboard. 
Noel Gardner 

Sonic Yout 
The Scienti 






Daydream Nation saved my life. Seriously. 
Kept me focused on the highway driving 
home from college with a diabolical 
hangover. Without it, I most certainly 
would have swerved and probably died. 
Tonight I'm hearing it again for the first 
time in ages and, man, 'Teenage Riot' still 
slays, engendering legendary erections of 
rock'n'roll delight (!). 

Hey, Kim looks like fun in a party dress. 
"Coco! Coco is on stage, Coco! " yells my 
girlfriend, who then apologises for the 
asinine statement. Thurston Moore is 
a floppy-haired PEZ dispenser giving us 
treats whenever he opens his mouth. 
"Gonna fight and tear it up in a 
hybernation for you! " he promises, 
the band surging forth and, boy, is it 
unrelenting (probably Steve Shelley's 
finest moment). A feedback sword fight 
between Lee Renaldo and Thurston is 
more entertaining than StarWars. 'Total 
Trash' resurrects the gutter-strewn ghost 
of Johnny Thunders. Dumb-ass NYC cool 
scripted to bohemian perfection. 

Relegated to post-script status, the 
sandpapery Scientists, grunge mack- 
daddies, claw their way through Blood 
Red River, but the mix rubs them out; it's 
muddy, nowhere near as loud enough - 
although an astounding version of 
'Swampland' curdles our soul. Tonight, 
however, it's all about Sonic Youth. I will 
defend this assertion to my death ! 
Shane Moritz 



TheScala,Lond 

Spoon know exactly what not to do: never 



They're tight like 1 5-year old bands 
should be. Smart enough to ram the first 
45 minutes with Ga Ga Ga Ga tunes. 
Sharp enough to squeeze four 'Kill The 
Moonlight' faves into the last 1 5. 
In-between is theirs to play with. 

Frontman Britt Daniel is having fun. 
No chatting between songs means time to 
tinker with six albums of work. The Kinks, 
The Fall, Gang Of Four are all there. Yet his 



hoarseness, that bass, the repetition, is 
unmistakeably Spoon. 

His lyrics too, are so fresh, so fitting: 
"You've got no fear of the underdog/That's 
why you will not survive. "And he's good to 
watch. Boris Johnson hair on a wonky face. 
Young lookin', handsome. 

Spoon know that good enough isn't 
good enough. That's why they're heroes, 
why there're no gimmicks, why the Scala 
went home ready for more. 
Tom Howard 



Yea, 

Nouveau Casino, 



I here I am, wrists i 



the ground, stuck in this reverie. It's sprung 



The music: wolf-pack, un-street, valley- 
tribe, thrift store hotchpotch and a 
disguising of conventional guitars. 
Yeasayer appear as the Brooklyn anti- 
gang: friendly, outreaching, bad style. 
They have Crosby brothers' road-tripping 
vocals, all meadows and buttercups, but 
I can totally imagine them doing the next 
Disney soundtrack, a Lion King revival - 
in stampedes, with hyenas. And - stop the 
fantasy - while this image would usually 
spring musical cringes, with Yeasayer 
it's feet from floor, blinding-light; carnal 
pleasure -a play-fighting couple making 
out, one man to howl in enthusiasm - and, 
God, happiness! - down to the toes. 
Hannah Gregory 

Youngsta/Bei 

The End, Londor 

It's a confused crowd at this second collab 
clubnight between dubstep mecca FWD 
and grime-centric Rinse FM. Boys in caps 
purse their lips looking uncertain, but hard. 
White girls in black dresses and heels pour 
each other wine. Heads keep a metre back 
from 'the crowd' and position themselves 
uncomfortably close to the speakers. 

Benga's ubiquitous 'Night' is played 
three times during the first hour I'm 
here. The club loves it. It's either an 
indictment of a crowd unfamiliar with 
the genre, or the genre itself for not 
pushing forward beyond a big hit. But 
it's hard to go forward relentlessly when 
crossover looks imminent, and there are 
moments tonight when dubstep feels 
tremendously important. 

Benga himself kills it with a pressing 
but slippery set. When Maximum, Skepta, 
and an unadvertised Wiley arrive it's 
ridiculous. It feels as exciting as any live 
music event ever. Which is ludicrous, 
considering it's a bunch of non-sequitur 
catchphrases, then 30 seconds of yelling 
while the DJ wheels up the tune as it 
was so overwhelmed by "braps" the 
first time round. 

Later, there's a moment during 
Youngsta's impeccably dark set when it 
all gets a bit funny dance competition, like 
a reggae night in a university town. Still, 
the bass, aging your organs with every 
verse, is like addictive torture. It's drug-like, 
except instead of desperately trying to 
recapture your first high you're bettering 
it again and again with each hypnotic 
pattern. Skittish rhythms come and go, 
MCs' contributions vary wildly, but what 
you're indelibly left with is the undeniable 
'yes' of tangible sound. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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Portishead, Public Enemy performing It Takes A Nation Of Millions To Hold Us Back, Rufus Wainwright, Cat Power, Tindersticks, Dinosaur 
Jr., Devo, Animal Collective, The Sonics, Sebadoh, De La Soul, Stephen Malkmus & The Jicks, The Cribs, Young Marble Giants, 
Mission Of Burma, Throbbing Gristle, Model 500, Shellac, Nick Lowe, Vampire Weekend, Bob Mould Band, Silver Jews, Mary 
Weiss of The Shangri-Las, Explosions In The Sky, The Go! Team, Simian Mobile Disco, Bill Callahan, Clipse, Deerhuntef, Les Savy 
Fav, El Guincho, Erics Trip, Okkervil River, Buffalo Tom, Mixmaster Mike, Polvo, British Sea Power, The Rumble Strips, 
Menomena, Scout Niblett, The Felice Brothers, Six Organs Of Admittance, Shipping News, Caribou, The Notwist, Holly Golightly 
& The Brokeoffs, Mount Eerie, Why?, Om, Midnight Juggernauts, No Age, Pissed Jeans, Dr. Octagon aka Kool Keith + Kutmasta 
Kurt, A Place To Bury Strangers, Lightspeed Champion, Apparat Band, Subterranean Kids, Dirty Projectors, 808 State, Boris, 
Devastations, Autolux, Edan & MC Dagha, Voxtrot, Holy Fuck, The Clientele, Bishop Allen, Matt Elliott, Enon, MGMT, Ellen Allien, 
Prinzhorn Dance School, Health, Robert Hood, Tiefschwarz, Fuck Buttons, Mi and L'au, The Swell Season, Atlas Sound, Times 
New Viking, SJ Esau, Dj Funk, Supermayer, Kinski, Berlinbattery feat. Shir Khan Dj Supermarkt & Malente, Tachenko, Man Man, 
Bon Iver, Fanfarlo, Thomas Brinkmann, Grande-Marlaska, The Wave Pictures, The Mary Onettes, It's Not Not, MV & EE with 
The Golden Road, Port O'Brien, Bestia Ferida, Messer Chups, Alan Braxe, Para One, Dj Assault, Awesome Color, The Strange 
Death Of Liberal England, Kavinsky, White Williams, Digital Mystikz, Surkin, Tarantula, Madee, La Estrella De David, Trad Gras 
och Stenar, Moho, Vortice, Gentle Music Men, The Marzipan Man, La Orquesta Del Caballo Ganador 



Buy your tickets at: www.prim 
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THE SWEETEST 
MUSIC FESTIVAL 
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SUPERGRASS • THE CORAL - ACOUSTIC SET 

SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO LIVE • ROISIN MURPHY 

THE COUHT AND SIHDEH • THE WHITEST BOY ALIVE 

LI6HTSPEED CHAMPION • KING CREOSOTE • OF MOHTREAL 

THE DIRTY PROJECTORS • THOSE DAHCIHG DAYS 

THE HEAVY • HIHA HASTASIA • JEFFREY LEWIS 

THE LIOHHEART BROTHERS • BEHGA • FRIGHTEHED RABBIT 

DEHGUE FEVER • 6 MORE 
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GET THE SCOOP OH THE FULL LIHE-UP 
AT SUMMERSUHDAE.COM 

DE MOHTFORT HALL 6 GARDEHS, LEICESTER. 
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WEEKENDER 
A MUSICAL TREAT 




www.vennfestivaLcom 



Pineapple Folk Presents.. 



Aidav rfoFM tJtoftar 

Mon 1 4 April / Moho Live / Manchester 

PrtoSPrt<*^ce»ir^iia riu»iTeR 



Wed 33 Apri / Sacred Trinity Chapel / Manchester 

Biack - Mo^rfTaiKi 

Mon 12 May/ Mpho Live/ Manchester 

rtaM Mdri 

Tue 1 3 May/ Cargo / London 
Wad 14 May/ Phoenix/ Manchester 



\iaRS + Moage + ex nooetS 

Fri 16 Mary/ Islington Mil/ Manchester 

5o*Gi>TRueooWtl 

Mon 1 9 May/ Moho Live / Manchester 
Man 20 May/ RnsdhousB / Manchester 

Tue 27 May/ The DancehoLse Theatre / Manchester 

All Tickets at : www.wegottiokiets.com 
www.pineapplefo4k.com 



J 


■ ik i ■ p r> 
■■■■ ii 

P 






1 i 


1 1 i e 
r" I i 'i 
[ n ■ i 



L_o=iJ=^cr^ 


RPRIL 




30 MRNCH€ST€R RCRD€MV 3 


0161 832 1111 


MRV 




1 3 GLRSGOW ORRN MOR 


0141 357 6225 


1 4 N6UUCRSTL6 DIGITRL 


0870 060 0100 


1 5 LONDON RSTORIR 


0871 231 0821 


Credit Cards Tel: 0844 576 5483 (24hrs) Buy online at Livenation.co.uk 
N€W ALBUM 'V€LOCIF€RO' R€L€FIS€D JUN€ 


IJBBft. n 


m 


J3f''S 


i,l 




SKjSf ^fn« ^f^ 


£&. 


****■ 


Hnfeft igJ^ 


'*»kr~ 


EttA 




_^TV 


1 * 


H*^^^ 




■* ^. Fl Live Nation, SJM and PCL presentation by arrangement with 


D rimQrv Talent International 





< 




Ii Q^ERos 




I -I£l|f3| j 

1 T «Y J 
l i 


**So N |Q 


i 


fc ^^IITH-WHJULY 

l "FESTIVAL OF THE YEAR"- PLAN B 




W^^^^^B^Hkv 1 


[ 

| 
' I 


ill 


J ^^gg^g=l==55npi*'<g£g^i 


a . 


v^ 


Kj ^mB^^^^ 


w 


^\JI II 11 _j/^^5f 


\£/&Pxs£&&^^™& i ■ ■ ' * ■■ 


■1 ll ll | J 1 | i^=|§3 


^/ffiJZ&£Ztt^^^^ - - ' ' - " 


il 


il n I'M fc 


^ ^. D ". " "By y 



BATTLES • HARMONIA • GRAVETEMPLE feat JULIAN COPE 

HARVEY MILK • WOODEN SHJIPS • EARTH • DALEK • EFTERKLANG 

NOX AGT - THRONES • OXBOW ■ ORTHODOX • BLACK SUN • JUSTICE YELDHAM 

OREN AMBARCHI • GUAPO • FUCK BUTTONS • OSAKA INVASION feat DJ SCOTCH EGG 

! ASVA • THE OWL SERVICE • MAX TUNDRA • MAGNETOPHONE • PCM • EINSTELLUNG 
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tour stories: the long blondes 

Interview: Louis Pattison 

What method of transport d'you favour on tour? 

"I know it's bad for the environment, but I love flying. I'm more at 
home at the airport than anywhere else. It's still as exciting to me now 
to look at a destinations board and see the lists of foreign cities as it 
was when I was eight years old and travelling to Tenerife for the first 
time. On a long tour a sleeper bus is the best option because it's more 
comfortable than anything else. If not then it's the dreaded splitter, 
which is the worst mode of transport known to man, other than First 
Buses in Sheffield. There's no legroom, you have to listen to everyone 
else's conversations for hours on end and usually these journeys last 
for at least four hours, day in day out. On a sleeper bus all the driving 
is done overnight while you lie cosily in your bunk listening to music 
and watching the world go by." 

What are yr top five tour bus entertainment items? 

"Arrested Development DVDs, gin, the driver, boyfriends in bunks, 
Neil Young on the iPod in the early hours." 

How do you reduce boredom in airport lounges/train 
stations/backstage? 

"Well, as you should have gathered, I don't get bored in airport 
lounges or train stations. I love those spaces. I love the whole process 
of arriving at the airport, checking in, going through security, getting 
a beer inortryingon perfume before the flight. I love the thought 
that people from all over the world converge on airports for a couple 
of hours and are then dispersed again. The combination of people in 
an airport at any given time is down to chance. It's a space that exists 
outside of citizenship, a microcosm of all society and a no man's 
land where everyone briefly loses their identity and instead has one 
common goal. Backstage is the opposite. It's always the same and the 
only thing to relieve the boredom is drink and nibble at the rider." 

What's the strangest place a tour has ever taken you? 

"We went to Mexico to do a festival a couple of years ago, and 
that felt very foreign. Our money was worth so much over there we 
couldn't spend it all no matter how hard we tried, and there were 
a lot of horses pissing in the street." 

Where's had the most unexpected similarities to where you 
come from? 

"Melbourne. I thought Melbourne was a lot like London." 

What's been the most interesting tourist attraction yr 
travels have taken you to? 

"We went to Coney Island in New York but it was closed. There's 
an attraction there called Shoot The Freak, but it must have been the 
freak's day off." 

What's the weirdest crowd response you've ever had? 

"The worst was at London Calling festival in Amsterdam last year. 
We were headlining, butthebandon before us was The Twang. Let's 
just say their fans don't like us. A guy got up onstage and started 
trying to touch me up but I pushed him down and trod on his hand 
with my stiletto. Don't try it, boys." 
(Kate Jackson) 

More songs of vintage styling and suburban glamour with Sheffield's finest.Look out for 
the new Donna Summer direction, too. 

Liverpool Carling Academy 2 (April 7), Manchester Academy 2 (8), Leeds 
University (9), Sheffield - Octagon (1 0), Glasgow QMU (1 2), Newcastle 
Carling Academy (1 3), Nottingham Trent University (1 4), Birmingham 
Carling Academy 2 (1 5), Northampton Roadmender (1 6), Oxford Carling 
Academy (1 8), Bristol Anson Rooms (1 9), Southampton University (20), 
London Forum (21) 



liars 

Blood! Blood! Blood! And 
the post-Mary Chain clang 
of current album Liars. 
The Manchester show, in 
conjunction with Plan B, 
sees Liars joined by No Age, 
Ex Models, and Soiled Mattress 
And The Springs. 
London Astoria (May 1 4 w/Battles), 
Manchester Islington Mill (May 16) 



a hawk and a hacksaw 

Jeremy Barnes and HeatherTrost headline 
some evenings of refined jollity in between 
Portishead supports. 

Lancaster Yorkshire House (April 11), 
Yorkshire House, Birmingham Glee 
Club (1 4), Belfast Cathedral Quarter 
Arts Festival (May 9), Cork Cyprus 
Avenue (10), Dublin Boom Boom 
Room (1 1 ), Aberdeen The Tunnels 
(12),GlasgowTheArches(13),Leeds 
Hi-Fi (14), Bristol Thekla (15) 

acoustic ladyland 

Raging punkjazz with big hair. 
Norwich Arts Centre (May 8), London 
Luminaire (15), Bournemouth Gander 
On The Green (31), Manchester Night 
And Day (June 1 2), Liverpool Bluecoat 
(1 3), Stirling Tollbooth (1 4), Aberdeen 
The Tunnels (15) 

adem 

Ex-Fridge songsmith performs music from 
his new covers album, Takes. 
London Union Chapel (May 25) 

band of horses 

Sub Pop rockers tour Cease To Begin. 
London Shepherds Bush Empire (July 
8), Liverpool Academy (1 0), Sheffield 
Leadmill (11) 

bjork 

Miss Gu5mundsdottir brings the brassy 
blasts, anti-globalisation passion and 
polyrhythmic percussion of Voltatothe 
UK's mid-sized venues. 
Manchester Apollo (April 1 1), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (1 4, 1 7, 20), 
Plymouth Pavilions (22), Wolves Civic 
(25), Waterfront Belfast (28), Blackpool 
Empress (May 1), Sheffield City Hall (4) 

the black keys 

Akron, Ohio's Daniel Auerbach and Patrick 
Carney combine rock'n'roll and blues to 
create a hybrid genre they call 'blues-rock'. 
London Astoria (May 19), Manchester 
Academy (21), Leeds University (23), 
Birmingham Academy (28) 

black lips 

Garage rock throwbacks return to the UK 
to pull stooge-like onstage antics - that's as 
much Three Stooges as the Asheton brothers 
- and kick out surf riffs at speed. 
Cardiff The Point (May 1), Swansea 
Club NME (2), Dublin Crawdaddy (3), 
Glasgow Barrowlands 2 (4), Sheffield 
The Plug (6), Leeds Brudenell Social 
Club (7), Birmingham Club NME (8), 
ATP vs Pitchfork, Camber Sands (1 0), 
Cambridge The Junction (1 1 ), Oxford 
Zodiac (1 2), Bristol Thekla (1 3), London 
100 Club (14-1 5), Brighton Great 
Escape (16) 



plan b and baba yaga's hut 
present: baka/rolo tomassi/ 
team brick 

The next show in Plan B's 
monthly residency at Corsica 
features Baka, the psychedelic 
drum supergroup featuring 
DJ Scotch Egg, E-Da from 
Boredoms, Liam from Trencher 
and Akiko from Pre and 
Comanachi. Support from 
spazzcore teens Rolo Tomassi 
and mind-expanded noise 
from Bristol's Team Brick. 
London Corsica Studios (April 23) 



blonde redhead 

Dream pop with the ever-present threat of 
a rude awakening. 

London Shepherd's Bush Empire (April 
21), London Koko (May 30) 

blood red shoes 

Brighton rock duo tour Box Of Secrets. 
London KCLSU (April 9), Bristol Thekla 
(1 2), Liverpool Barfly (1 3), Manchester 
Academy 3 (14), Newcastle Academy 
2 (1 6), Aberdeen Kef (1 7), Glasgow 
ABC2(18) 

billy bragg 

The English songwriter introduces his new 
album Mr Love And Justice. 
Bristol Colston Hall (April 24), 
Birmingham Town Hall (25), Glasgow 
ABC (27), Gateshead The Sage (29), 
Sheffield City Hall (30), Liverpool 
Philharmonic (May 2), Reading 
Hexagon (3), Lincoln The Engine 
Shed (4) 

the breeders 

The Deal sisters bring the Mountain Battles 
to our heathen shores. 
Leeds Met University (April 9), 
Nottingham Trent University (1 0), 
Sheffield Leadmill (12), Birmingham 
Academy 2 (13), Manchester Academy 
2 (14), London Koko (16-17) 

isobel campbell and mark 
lanegan 

Heckle for Belle And Sebastian/Queens 
Of The Stone Age songs. Be admonished by 
security guard. 

London Shepherd's Bush Empire (June 
1 0), Brighton St Georges Church (1 1 ), 
Manchester Adademy (1 2), Glasgow 
ABC (13) 

cat power 

Chan pulls on the top hat and tails. 
London Hammersmith Apollo (June 
8), Bristol Colston (9), Birmingham 
Academy (10), Manchester Academy 
(11) 

nick cave and the bad seeds 

Cave rises, Lazarus-like, from the swampy 
man-rock mire of Grinderman. 
Birmingham Academy (May 5), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (May 7-9) 

the chap 

Experimental pop troupe gallop back into 
your lives. 

London The Fly (April 9), London The 
End (14), Edinburgh Voodoo Rooms (1), 
Hull New Adelphi (May 2), Manchester 
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ex models 

Plan B is pleased to support 
the comeback tour by atonal 
Brooklyn noiseniks Ex Models. 
No-wave clang meets Devo 
quirk with stops and starts 
that'll break your back. 
Oxford The Cellar (May 15), 
Manchester Islington Mill 
(1 6, w/Liars and No Age), Leeds 
Chinchillafest (1 7), Northampton 
Labour Club (1 8), Lincoln Bar Fusion 
(1 9), Glasgow Admiral Bar (20), 
London Garage (21), Brighton 
Water Margin (23) 



Futuresonic Festival (3), Coventry 
Taylor Johns (4), Bristol The Croft (7) 

chromeo 

Electro-popsters PThugg and Dave 1 do their 
vaguely ironicthang in the UK. 
Manchester Academy 3 (April 10), 
London Koko (11) 

clinic 

The doctors will see you now. 
Bristol Thekla (April 8), London 229 
Club (9), Brighton Audio (10), Leeds, 
Brudenell Social Club (11), Manchester 
University (12) 

edwyn collins 

The former Orange Juice frontman tours his 
new album Home Again. 
Birmingham Glee Club (April 20), 
Edinburgh Queens Hall (21), 
Northumbria University (24), 
Manchester Academy 2 (25), London 
Empire (29) 

converge 

Slam some heads to the kings of metalcore. 
London Underworld (July 13), 
Nottingham Rock City (1 4), Glasgow 
Ivory Blacks (1 5) Southampton The 
Brook (1 6), Sheffield Corporation (1 7), 
London Underworld (18) 

crystal castles 

Happy-go-lucky media darlings kiss babies 
and sign autographs at the following venues. 
Dublin Andrews Lane Theatre (April 
22), Oxford Carling Academy (May 2), 
Bristol Thekla (3), Norwich Waterfront 
(4), Brighton Concorde 2 (5), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (6), 
Birmingham Carling Academy 2 (8), 
Glasgow Arches (10), Newcastle 
Carling Academy 2 (1 1), Manchester 
Academy 2 (1 2), London Mean Fiddler 
(14),StokeSugarmill(15) 

danava 

Psychedelic prog-metal with neat facial hair. 
Milton Keynes Pitz (April 1 0), London 
Underworld (11), Swansea Sin City 
(1 2) Dublin Whelans (1 3), Belfast Aunt 
Annie's Porterhause (14), Glasgow 
Barfly (15), Leeds Rio (16) 

elbow 

Bury miserablists tour The Seldom Seen Kid. 
Oxford Academy (April 8), Bristol 
Colston Hall (9), Birmingham 
Academy (1 0), Sheffield Octagon 
(1 2), Manchester Academy (1 3), 
Nottingham Rock City (1 4), London 
Brixton Academy (1 5) 



pissed jeans 

Plan B gets wet with Sub Pop 
scuzz-punks. 

Birmingham The Rainbow (May 1 2), 
Nottingham Maze (13), Dublin 
Whelans (14), Glasgow Nice N 
Sleazy (1 5), Leeds The Fenton (1 6), 
Bristol Croft (1 7), London Old Blue 
Last (18) 



feist 

Former Gonzales collaborator tours her 
major label debut, The Reminder. 
Edinburgh Queen's Hall (May 20), 
London Royal Albert Hall (21), 
Manchester Palace Theatre (22) 

f lower/corsano duo 

Fiery outer-limits jams. 
Birmingham Hare And Hounds 
(April 12) 

gay against you 

Party times FOREVER ! as Joe Howe and 
Lachlann Rattray fire up the 8-bits. 
London Royal Vauxhall Tavern (April 
1 8), Brighton Water Margin (1 9), 
Glasgow New Stereo (24), 
Bournemouth (May 1), Manchester 
Futuresonic Festival (2), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (16), London 
Windmill (24) 

carlos giffoni 

No Fun Productions head honcho. Bristol 
show is in support to Merzbow, while the 
London show features Consumer Electronics. 
Bristol The Croft (April 1 8), Leeds 
Termite Club (19), Newcastle The Cluny 
(20), Nottingham Chameleon (21), 
London The Gramaphone (22) 

gogol bordello 

Gogol Bordello's never-ending world tour. 
Birmingham Academy (April 22), 
Oxford Academy (23) 

gonzales and le together 
ensemble/poni hoax 

Hairy leftfield rapper and piano virtuoso 
reps his new album Soft Power, as part of 
the Stage Of The Art 2 programme. 
London ICA (April 28) 

jose gonzalez 

Swedish-Argentinian guitarist tours recent 
album In Our Nature. 
Manchester Opera House (April 8), 
Norwich UEA (9), London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (10) Truro Hall For 
Cornwall (12), Bournemouth Pavilion 
(1 3), Bexhill-on-Sea De La Warr (1 4) 

the gutter twins 

Mark Lanegan and Greg Dulli link upforthe 
dark country and gothic blues of Saturnalia. 
Glasgow Oran Mor (April 7), 
Manchester Academy 3 (8), 
Birmingham Academy (9) 

paul haig 

Former Josef K man's first live performance 

since 1989. 

Edinburgh Voodoo Rooms (April 13) 

health/skeletons and the kings 
of all cities/trencher/pre 

Upset The Rhythm bring dissonant Los 
Angeles punks to a London stage. 



r booking: she 



now booking: sharon jones and the dap-kings 

Brooklyn funk/soul revivalists write 'em like they used to. 
Dublin Button Factory (April 1 0), Manchester Mint Lounge (1 1), Brighton 
Concorde (1 2), Birmingham Yardbird (1 3), Gateshead The Sage (1 5), London 
Jazz Cafe (1 6, 1 7, 1 8), Bristol Fiddlers (1 9) 





London Luminare (May 1) 

hope not hate 

Anti-fascist charity Searchlight's Hope 
Not Hate tour stops off at London with 
performances from Alabama 3 and Misty 
Roots, plus speakerTony Benn. 
London Brixton Academy (April 30) 

howlin'rain 

Blooz-rockin' Comets On Fire spin-off. 
Belfast Auntie Annie's (May 1), Dublin 
Tower Records instore/Whelans 
evening show (2), Cork Myrtleville (3), 
Manchester Salford Kings Arms (4), 
Birmingham Factory Club (5), Falmouth 
Miss Peapod's (7), Cardiff Clwb Ifor 
Bach (8) Pontins Camber Sands (9), 
Bristol The Croft (1 1 ), London Scala 
with Meat Puppets (1 2) 

iliketrains 

History-themed post rockers tour with 
Beggars Banquet debut Elegies To 
Lessons Learnt. 

Brighton Barfly (April 21) London Bush 
Hall (22), Colchester Arts Centre (23), 
Oxford Caling Academy 2 (24), , 
Nottingham Bodega Social Club (25), 
Lancaster The Library (28), York Fibbers 
(29), Manchester Roadhouse (30), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (May 1), 
Galway Roisin Dudh (8), Cork Cypress 
Avenue (9), Dublin Crawdaddy (1 0) 

iron and wine/bon iver 

Sub Pop songsmith Sam Beam, with support 
from new 4AD signing Bon Iver. 
Cork Savoy (May 9), Galway Black Box 
(10), Dublin Olympia Theatre (11), 
Glasgow ABC (1 2), Manchester Ritz 
Ballroom (1 3), Sheffield Leadmill (1 4), 
Brighton Old Market (1 5), London 
Forum (1 6) Butlins Minehead (1 7/1 8) 

joan as policewoman 

Sometime RufusWainwright/Antony Hegarty 
affiliate plays an early evening showcase. 
London Roundhouse (April 1 7) 

jens lekman 

Jens tours his current album Night Falls over 
Kortedala, out now on Secretly Canadian. " 



Pontins Camber Sands ATP (May 1 1 ), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (1 2), 
Newcastle The Cluny (1 3), Leeds 
Woodhouse Club (14), Glasgow Oran 
Mor (1 5), Butlins Minehead ATP (1 8), 
Manchester Academy 3 (1 9), London 
Scala (20), Birmingham Glee Club (21), 
Belfast TBA (23), Galway Roisin Dubh 
(24), Dublin The Village (25) 

jamie Udell 

Warp's electronic funk pioneer. 
Glasgow Tramway (April 25), Glasgow 
Liquid Rooms (26), London Koko (29), 
Manchester Academy 3 (May 1 ), Bristol 
Clockwork (2), Dublin Academy (3) 

the little ones 

Sweet harmony-pop from Heavenly's new 
Californiansignings. 
Southampton Joiners (April 21), 
Londond Garage (22), Manchester 
Roadhouse (23) 

loscampesinos! 

Controversial cutie-popsters bring Hold On 
Now, Youngster. . . and a whole lot of crazed 
capers to the UK stage. 
Cardiff Solus (April 10),Tunbridge 
Wells Forum (1 1), London The Quad LSE 
(1 2), Norwich Waterfront (1 3), Brixton 
Windmill (1 4), Hereford Jailhouse (1 6), 
Bradford St Georges Hall (1 7), London 
Camden Crawl (18-19), London Hoxton 
Bar And Grill (20) 

low/the helio sequence 

Minnesota's minimal Mormons on tour. 
Norwich Arts Centre (April 12), Bristol 
Thekla (14), Portsmouth Wedgewood 
Rooms (1 5), Brighton St George's (1 6), 
Leeds city Varieties (1 7), Gateshead 
Sage (18), London Water Rats (with 
Retribution Gospel Choir) (21) 

m83 

Shoegaze electronics. 

London Camden Crawl (April 19), 

Dublin Andrews Lane (April 25) 

meat puppets 

Country-punks back from the wilderness. 
London Scala (May 12) 
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tour stories: merzbow 

Words: Louis Pattison 

More recent Merzbow albums such as Merzbear have seen 
you return to treated guitars and analogue synths - will we 
see this equipment replacing laptop in your forthcoming live 
sets? What equipment do you favour at present? 

"After the six-CD box Houjoue on Dirter Promotions, I started 
to use analogue equipment alongside my laptop -that's a new way 
of combining analogue equipment and computer, not returning to 
a past set up or replacing computer. Currently I'm using handmade 
scrap metal object with contact mic, an RAT distortion pedal, an 
electro-harmonics ring modulator, a Roland wah-fuzz, a DOD Buzz 
Box and death metal pedals, and two laptop computers for the live 
shows. Also, I will play with John Richards' 25-man Dirty Electronics 
Ensemble in Leicester and Birmingham. He made new instruments 
for these shows and I'll probably have a chance to use his instruments 
in other show too." 

When you travel, what music do you play to soundtrack 
the journey? 

"I listen to all kinds of music on my iPod. A recent favourite is an 
album by Indian Summer, a Seventies prog band from the UK. Also, 
various albums by a female Japanese singer called Cocco." 

What is currently influencing you in a non-musical sense, 
and what are the key themes of your current/forthcoming 
material? 

"My main concern remains animal rights. My next project is 
about dolphin fishing by the Japanese- it will be a collaboration 
with the anti-whaling group Seashepherd, who are chasing Japanese 
whaling fleets in the Antarctica ocean right now. Dolphins are killed 
unabashedly in the region of Japan, and they are selling the dolphin 
meat- it is also used for lunch at the local schools. But much of the 
meat has been polluted by mercury, so the children are made to eat 
mercury. I do not understand at all. 

"Also, the Japanese claim that whaling is connected to scientific 
research is an absolute falsehood. It is a strategy of Japan's 
conservative traditionalists who want to bring back the eating 
of whale meat to our daily life. Ordinarily, Japanese people don't 
eat whale meat any more, but our right-wing politicians claim that 
eating whales is ourtradition. They fearthat if whaling is banned, 
catching other fish like tuna will also be banned. And Japanese 
people kill tuna most in the world." 
(Masami Akita) 

Prolific Japanese noise veteran plays a rare UK tour. Support in Bristol from Carlos 
Giffoni and Flower/Corsano Duo. Support in London from Sutcliffe Jugend and Satori. 
Birmingham Hare And Hound (April 1 6 w/Dirty Electronics Ensemble), 
Leicester De Montfort University (April 1 7 w/Dirty Electronics Ensemble), 
Bristol The Croft (1 8), London ULU (1 9) 



magik markers 

Mangled, magikal guitar shapes and no- 
wave pop drawl from Elisa Ambrogio 
and friends. 

Dublin Whelans (April 2 1 ), Cardiff Clwb 
Ifor bach (22), London Cargo (23), 
Nottingham Rose of England (24), 
Aberdeen Triptych Festival, Tunnels 
(25), Glasgow Triptych, Tramway (26), 
Newcastle Cumberland Arms (27), 
Manchester Satans Hollow (28) 



mgmt 

Metamorphic psychedelic pop from new 
Brooklyn press darlings. 
Cardiff Great Hall (May 5), Glasgow 
ABC (6), Dublin Academy (7), 
Edinburgh Liquid Rooms (9), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (1 0), 
Birmingham Academy (1 2), Brighton 
Digital (1 9), Manchester Academy 2 
(20), London Astoria (21), Leeds 
Cockpit (22) 



mountain goats 

Sometime Plan B scribe John 
Darnielletakes his fine band 
the Mountain Goats out on 
a UK tour. 

Glasgow Stereo (September 1 2), 
Nottingham TBC (13), End Of The 
Road (14), Bristol Thekla (15), 
Manchester Night And Day (16), 
London Scala (18) 



aidan moffat 

Former Arab Strap vocalist airs the dirty 
laundry of / Can Hear Your Heart. 
Manchester Moho (April 14), London 
Luminaire(16) 

my bloody valentine 

Kevin Shields' feedback explorers glide back 
into your life. 

London Roundhouse (June 20-24), 
Manchester Apollo (28-29), Glasgow 
Barrowland (July 2-3) 

no age 

Dean and Randy get their skates on. Sub Pop 
debut Nouns imminent! 
Bristol Thekla Social (May 13), 
Brighton Pressure Point (1 5), 
Manchester Islington Mill (16), Leeds 
Nasty Fest (1 7), Glasgow Optimo (1 8), 
Dublin Whelans (20), London Garage 
(21 w/Ex Models, Soiled Mattress And 
The Springs) 

old time relijun 

Churning sax punkfrom Olympia,WA. 
Brighton The Prince Albert (April 22), 
London Cargo (23) 

phosphorescent/jana hunter 

Alabama-bred troubadour Matthew Houck 
returns to the UK with Jana Hunter. 
London, Borderline (April 1 7), Bristol 
The Cube (18), Coventry Taylor John's 
House (19), York Fibbers (20), Glasgow 
Captain's Rest (21 ), Newcastle 
Cumberland Arms (22), Manchester 
Sacred Trinity Chapel (23), Leeds The 
Faversham (24) 

portishead 

It's not called trip-hop any more, it's doom 
torch songs. Let hearts wither and black 
flowers bloom to the cold embrace of Third. 
Manchester Apollo (April 9), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (10), Edinburgh 
Corn Exchange (12), Wolverhampton 
Civic (13) 

public enemy 

Performing ItTakesA Nation Of Millions To 
Hold Us Back. 

London Brixton Academy (May 23), 
Manchester Academy (26), Glasgow 
ABC1 (27) 

raekwon 

Wu-Tang man presents his Nineties LP Only 
Built 4 Cuban Links as part of ATP's Don't 
Look Back series. 
London Koko (May 19) 

sebadoh 

Lou Barlow, Eric Gaffney and Jason 
Lowenstein brush the cobwebs off 
everyone's second favourite Sebadoh album, 
Bubble And Scrape. 
London Koko (May 7) 



boris 

Plan B is on board as Southern 
Lord's Japanese contingent 
take the rock jams of Smile 
to the stage. 

Bristol The Cooler (April 20), 
Manchester Ruby Lounge (21), 
Birmingham Medicine Bar (22), 
London Scala (23) 



silver jews 

Former Plan £ sweep David Berman bring 
laconic, slanted country to the dome. 
London Indig02 (May 29) 

thee silver mount zion 
memorial orchestra and tra-la- 
la band 

After-the-apocalypse avant rock from Efrim 
Menuck's vocal Godspeed spin-off. 
London Scala (April 8) 

skeleton and the kings of all 
cities 

New York genre-mashers make like a looser, 
more sprawling Animal Collective with last 
year's Lucas. 

Nottingham HighSoc (April 24), 
Aberdeen Dizzy Soc (28), Hull New 
Adelphi (30), Dublin Maximum Joy 
(1 6), Cork Ping Pong (1 7), Brighton The 
Engine Room (June 08) 

spiritualized 

Jason Pierce and friends debut new album 
Songs To Sing In A&E. 
Cambridge Junction (May 1 8), 
Sheffield Plug (19), London Koko (20), 
Bristol Dot To Dot Festival (24), 
Nottingham Dot To Dot Festival (25) 

smoosh 

Former Plan B cover stars Asya and Chloe 
return to the UK for a handful of shows. 
London Borderline (April 15), Liverpool 
Barfly (1 6), Manchester Roadhouse 
(17) 

Sebastian tellier 

Son of one of Magma drops the velvet 
dressing gown and waves around his new 
album Sexuality for all to see. 
London Scala (April 28) 

kathryn williams and neill 
maccoll 

Former Mercury nominee joins forces with 
acclaimed acoustic guitarist. 
Norwich Arts Centre (April 8), Bristol St 
George's (1 2), Nottingham Rescue 
Rooms (16) 

saul williams 

Impassioned hip-hop poet tours his 
download record The Inevitable Rise And 
Liberation ofNiggyTardust! 
London Scala (May 27) 

witch 

J Mascis beats the skins for stoner 

rock crew. 

London Underworld (May 5) 

xiuxiu 

A rare UK tour from Jamie Stewart, 
supporting new album Women As Lovers. 
London ULU (May 19), Manchester 
Roadhouse (20), Glasgow 
Nice'n'Sleazy (21), Dublin Whelans (22) 
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SILVER JEWS 

PLUS SUPPORT BY MONOTONIX* 




WEDNESDAY 7 MAY 
BRIGHTON* CONCORDE 2 

01273-673311 I CONCORDE2.CO.UK I MELTINGVINYL.CO.UK 

THURSDAY 8 MAY 
LEEDS CITY VARIETIES 

08456441881 I TICKETS.CITYVARIETIES.CO.UK I MELTINGVINYL.CO.UK 

FRIDAY 9 MAY 
GLASGOW* ABC 

08444771000 I ABCGLASGOW.COM I SYNERGYC0NCERTS.COM 

SATURDAY 10 MAY 
BELFAST BLACK BOX 

028 9024 4400 I BLACKBOXBELFAST.COM 

TUESDAY 27 MAY 
MANCHESTER THE DANCEHOUSE THEATRE 

08714244444 | THEDANCEHOUSE.CO.UK | PINEAPPLEFOLK.COM 

WEDNESDAY 28 MAY 
LIVERPOOL THE ZANZIBAR CLUB 

0151707 0633 I THEZANZIBARCLUB.COM I EATYOUROWNEARS.COM 

THURSDAY 29 MAY 
LONDON* THE0 2 INDIG0 2 

08700600100 | THEINDIG02.COM | EATY0UR0WNEARS.COM 



MYSPACE.COM/SILVERJEWS | SILVERJEWS.NET COdQ 



METROPOLIS MUSIC & ATP CONCERTS BY ARRANGEMENT WITH SEE HEAR PRESENTS 

CAT POWER 

PLUS SPECIAL GUESTS 

SUNDAY 8 JUNE 

LONDON 

HAMMERSMITH APOLLO . 

08448 44 47 48 A SEATED PERFORMANCE 

MONDAY 9 JUNE 

BRISTOL COLSTON HALL 

0117 922 3686 
TUESDAY 10 JUNE 

BIRMINGHAM ACADEMY 

0844 477 2000 
WEDNESDAY 1 1 JUNE 

MANCHESTER ACADEMY 

0161 832 1111 

Tickets also from: www.gigsandtours.com 

24 Hour Ticket Hotline: 0871 2200 260 

NEW ALBUM JUKEBOX OUT NOW 



SAUL WILLIAMS 

THE TAR SPANGLED BANNER TOUR 



MAY 2008 

19 MANCHESTER 

£ RUBY LOUNGE 

0161 832 1111 

21 GLASGOW STEREO 

08444 771000 



24 NOTTINGHAM 

DOT TO DOT FESTIVAL 

0871 3100 000 

25 BRISTOL 

DOT TO DOT FESTIVAL 

0871 310 0000 



122 SHEFFIELD THE PLUG 26 OXFORD ACADEMY 

0114 241 3040 0844 477 2000 

23 LEEDS HI FI CLUB 27 LONDON SCALA 

08700 600 100 020 7403 3331 

24 HR CC HOTLINE: 0871 2200 260 OR BUY ON-LINE: WWW.GIGSANDT0URS.COM 



WWWMYSPACE 



Now that you've swept the greyish dust of accumulated 
winter doldrums from your CD shelf, it's time to brighten 
upthe vibe with music with our brilliant April subscriber 
offer. A collage of high-energy digi rhythm and rhyme 
from a parade of various artists tips a fresh nod to the 
past, fusing decades to weave England Story from Soul 
Jazz Records. This rich spring compilation won't cost you 
a dime, but you've gotta be fleeter than a rude boy's 
speedy talk to get your hands on it, as it's going to the 
first 2 new and renewing subscribers this month. 






AN ENGLAND STOR 




This is their story, their digi-packed dance party guide through 2 1 sides of 
culture. This is the story you need to learn - of them with melanin skin come to 
serve food, clean toilets and birth a cultural revolution. This is the story of how 
your ancestors fucked them over, how still some of your contemporaries try 
and pretend they ain 't related, 'cept when it suits. Or rather, this is their twice- 
abridged story, edited again from a 40-track blogariddims post by multi-racial 
Bristolian collective, The Heatwave. 

Lines fade beyond sight and reappear through jungle, garage, grime and 
straight-up roots. Broad patois fast chat, possessed double-time hype through 
the sprightly dub of Jah Screechy's 1984 'Walk And Skank' to Skibadee's 2006 
irresistible, 'Tika Tock'. Ghetto economics from London Posse's 1988 smash, 
'Money Mad' through Blak Twang's 1998 'Red Letters' where "Bills are conning 
like a personal vendetta" to Stush's more assured 'Dollar Sign', equally cockney 
where the flow slows long enough to tell. 

It ain't whitey it's YT. This is his story, a man so pale he could've joined the 
Norwich chapter of the KKK- but he didn 't. This is our story. And, like bump 
and grind, there ain 't nothing wrong with that. - Ri ngo P Stacey, Plan B 

To qualify for this offer please mention PB32 on the back of your cheque 
or in the Paypal comments box. 



Subscriptions 

UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Back Issues 

UK-£4.00,EUairmail-£5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available, apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



Send cheques to: 

Plan B Publishing, 

PO Box 5047, 

Hove, 

BN52 9WY,UK 

Or visit 

planbmag.com/order 

and pay by credit 

card, debit card 

or Paypal 




tour stories: vampire weekend 

Words: Ben Webster 

You've had to cancel quite a few gigs on the tour, so far. What 
have you been up to instead? 

"Ah, Plan B. One of your writers Everett True gave us a shitty 
review in the Village Voice. That guy can go suck a big dick. Anyway, 
back to the question. First of all, I contracted a virus, so we had to 
cancel some gigs, which meant the guys had some time off in London. 
Everyone decided to go off to the NME Awards, and that's when 
Christopher had his accident. He's alrightto play now. He just hit the 
back of his head. It was a strange night, though, because we found 
out that we were going to play Saturday Night Live, so it was good 
and bad. I'm in Brooklyn at the moment, hooking up with some 
friends and doing some press." 

What's been your best and worst transport experiences? 

"We drove up the mountains in a place called Tahoe, and we 
had to stop and get some chains for our wheels, because of all the 
snow, from a man who just appeared at the side of the road. We 
didn't know who this guy was: he could have been a murderer. That 
was scary." 

What are your favourite tourbus entertainment items? 

"We make each other mixtapes and we usually pick up some DVDs 
from service stations. While we were in England we grabbed a copy of 
The Mighty Boosh." 

Where would you most like to play (that you haven't 
so far)? 

"On a beach in Malibu. We love playing open-air gigs." 

What's the strangest mixture of main band/support band 
fans you've experienced? 

"We supported Clipse once, at some college event. It went down 
really well. We ended up giving him some of ourT-Shirts. I'd like to 
think he wears them still." 
(Rostam Batmanglij) 

Vampire Weekend are confirmed to play Barcelona's Primavera festival, alongside 
The Sonics, Devo, Shellac, Les Savy Fav, Clipse, Deerhunter, Fuck Buttons, Portishead, 
Silver Jews, Mission of Burma, Okkervil River, DJ Assault, Atlas Sound, Bill Callahan, 
Portishead, The Wave Pictures, Times New Viking, Eric's Trip, Model 500, Scout Niblett, 
Clipse, Shipping News, Holly GolightlyAndThe Brokeoffs, Stephen Malkmus And The 
Jicksjhe Felice Brothers and Pissed Jeans, www.primaverasound.com 

Barcelona Pare Del Forum (May 29-31) 



all tomorrow's parties: curated 
by explosions in the sky 

Explosions In The Sky curate a three-day bill 
starring Broken Social Scene, Iron AndWine, 
Dinosaur Jr,Adem, Polvo, Animal Collective, 
Eluvium, FourTet, Silver Jews, Jens Lekman, 
Mono, The Drift, A Hawk And A Hacksaw, 
Atlas Sound, Raekwon, Ghostface Killah, . . . 
And You Will Know Us ByTheTrail Of Dead. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Centre 
(May 16-1 8) 

atp vs pitchfork 

All Tomorrow's Parties returns to Camber 
Sands with a bill picked by Pitchfork. Ween, 
Sebadoh, No Age, Meat Puppets, Harmonia, 
Man Man, Dirty Projectors, Pissed Jeans, 



Caribou, Hot Chip, Yeasayer, Fuck Buttons, 
Glass Candy, Los Campesinos!, Marissa 
Nadler, Jens Lekman and Of Montreal. 
Camber Sands Pontins (May 9-11) 

bangface 

Several thousand ravers with signs and 
inflatables embark on three days of 
mentalism. Artists wearing their 'Neo-Rave 
General' medal include Squarepusher, 
Altern-8, Bogdan Raczynski, Bong-Ra, 
CeephaxAcid Crew, DJ Stingray, Kid 606, 
Shitmat, Venetian Snares, Kode 9, Mala, the 
first ever UK appearance from Dopplereffekt, 
and improbably, Chas And Dave. 
Camber Sands Holiday Park (April 
25-27) 



festival preview 



field day 

Plan B is official partners for 
this London all-dayer, back 
for a second year. Check 
www.fielddayfestivals.com 
London Victoria Park (August 9) 



bestival 

Rob Da Bank's annual Isle Of Wight shindig 
celebrates its fifth anniversary. My Bloody 
Valentine, The Breeders, CSS, The Human 
League, Aphex Twin, George Clinton, Gary 
Numan and many more. 
Isle Of Wight Robin Hill Country Park 
(September 5-7) 

camden crawl 

For two days only, Camden claws back its 
mantle as indie's centre of the universe as 
the mile-long stretch of road between Chalk 
Farm to Mornington Crescent fills with drunk 
people in Converse trainers. 
Camden venues (April 18-19) 

camp bestival 

Bestival's sister festival, featuring Chuck 
Berry, the Flaming Lips, Kate Nash, Hercules 
And Love Affar, Ebony Bones, King Creosote, 
Kid CreoleAndThe Coconuts, Eliza Carthy, 
Dan Le SacVs Scroobius Pip, and an audio- 
visual history of British folk music featuring 
Billy Bragg, Martin Carthy, Eliza Carthy, 
Sheila Chandra and Chris Wood. 
Dorset Lulworth Castle (July 1 8-20) 

connect music 2008 

Scottish festival, back for a second year, with 
the lineup to be announced at launch. 
Argyll Inveraray Castle (August 29-31) 

creamf ields 2008 

Dance festival, with performances from the 
Gossip, Simian Mobile Disco, Roots Manuva, 
Pendulum, 2 Many DJs and many more. 
Cheshire Daresbury (August 23-24) 

download 

The annual rocking weekend returns with 
Kiss, Offspring, Lostprophets, Judas Priest, 
Incubus and HIM. 
Donnington Park (June 13-15) 

eat your own ears @ indigo02 

London promoters schedule a week of 
events at Greenwich's INDIG02. Lethal 
Bizzle/Holy Fuck (April 23), FourTet/James 
Holden/Kode 9/00I00 (24), Junior Boys/ 
Metronomy/Friendly Fires/Morgan Geist/ 
Kelley Polar (25), Andrew Bird (26), RZA/ 
Ebony Bones (28). 
London INDIG02 (April 23-28) 

end of the road 

A return to the leafy copses and verdant 
meadows of Wiltshire for the third instalment 
of the UK's "best newfestival", as judged 
by the UK Festival Awards 2006. Mercury 
Rev, Two Gallants, Micah P Hinson, Mountain 
Goats, SunKillMoon, Jeffrey Lewis and 
AHawkAndAHacksaw. 
LarmerTree Gardens, Wiltshire 
(September 12-14) 

ether 

The Southbank Centre's festival returns in 
2008 with performers including Harmonia, 
Goldfrapp, Pere Ubu and the Brothers 
Quay, Current 93 with Baby Dee, and the 
International Beatboxing Showcase. 



supersonic 

Plan B is proud to sponsor 
Capsule's annual metal/noise/ 
folk gathering. Battles, 
Harmonia, Harvey Milk, 
Efterklang, Wooden Shjips, 
Earth, Noxagt, Oxbow, Guapo, 
Justice Yeldham, Dalek, 
Thrones, Max Tundra, Black 
Sun plus exhibitions, films, 
cakes and record stalls. 
www.capsule.org.uk 
Birmingham Custard Factory (July 
11-12) 



London Southbank Centre (April 
18-28) 

faster than sound 

A three-part event joining the dots between 
musical genres and digital art forms as part 
of the Aldeburgh Festival. Featuring a late- 
night performance of Stockhausen's 
Stimmungal Snape Maltings Concert 
Hall, DrSeuss' only film, and performances 
by Plaidjim Exile, Mira Calix and more. 
Snape Maltings Concert Hall/ 
Aldeburgh Cinema (June 27), 
Aldeburgh Bentwaters Airbase (28) 

f uturesonic 2008 

Art and music events featuringThe RZA as 
Bobby Digital, Venetian Snares, Luke Vibert, 
Rustie, MIT, Chrome Hoof, Dirty Projectors, 
Zombie Zombie, Gay Against Youjhe 
Chap, Skeletons andThe Kings Of All 
Cities, AgaskodoTeliverek, and Allez-Allez. 
The 2008 theme isThe Social - Social 
Networking Unplugged, a comprehensive 
and creative look at social networking. 
Manchester Urban Festival Of Art 
(May 1-5) 

the great escape 

Brighton's cross-city festival comes around 
again. Yeasayer, Tunng, Crystal Castles, No 
Age, Wild Beasts, The Hold Steady, Black Lips, 
Iron AndWine andThe Young Knives. 
Brighton venues (May 15-17) 

glastonbury 

The granddaddy of them all. CSS, Jay-Z, 
Neil Diamond, Massive Attack and Leonard 
Cohen are confirmed. 
Worthy Farm, Pilton (June 27-29) 

green man 

Wales' indie/folk/electronica festival 
returns to the hills of mid Wales with Beirut, 
Black Mountainjhe National, School Of 
Language, Super Furry Animals, Richard 
Thompson and Howlin' Rain. 
Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons, Wales 
(August 15-1 7) 

indietracks 

A picturesque Fifties steam railway in 
Derbyshire plays host to your indie favourites. 
The Wedding Present, The Wave Pictures, 
Comet Gain, Darren Haymanjhe Bobby 
McGees, Milky Wimpshake and many more. 
Midland Railway, Butterley (July 
26-27) 

isle of wight 

Kaiser Chiefs, Sex Pistols, Police, NERD, Ian 
Brownjhe Kooks and IggyAndThe Stooges. 
Isle Of Wight Seaclose Park (June 
13-15) 
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ACTS CONFIRMED SO FAR 






ALEL 

MAGIK M 

JENNIFER OEN 

THE ACCIDENTAL 

DUKE GARWOOD 

CYMBIANT 

BETH JEANS HOUGHTON 

THE CAVE SINGERS 

DEVON SPROULE 

SCHOOL OF LANGUAGE 

RADIO LUXEMBOURG 

THE MOON MUSK ORCHESTRA 

ONE MORE GRAIN 

CATHi PHIL TYLER 

MUG3TAR 

ThREATMANTICS 

DRIFT COLLECTIVE 

THE YELLOW MOON BAND MORE TBC 




RUMPUS ROOM 

FEATURING: 

RICHARD NORRI5 

BEYOND THE WEZASD5 SLEEVE 
13 MUSIC 

HEWENLY JUKEBOX 

MUCH MOOE 



EEN MA 
FESTIVAL 

m 15 SAT 16 SUN 17 AUGUST 2008 
GLANUSK PARK BPECON WALES 



700 667 W 



+ CINEMA 

GREEN FIELD 

CMDRENS AREA 

SCIENCE 

LATE BARS 

FOLK EXCHANGE 

CAMPFJRE5 ETC. 



LelYeckeiul 

STIRLING'S H 

NO LIMITS 

MUSIC 

FESTIVAL 

The Pastels Tape Taken By Trees David 

Fennessy's - Big Lung Evan Parker Mark Wastell 

Graham Halliwell Max Eastley Raymond 

MacDonald Miguel Carvalhais Hamid Drake 

Raymond Boni Elliott Sharp Franck Vigroux Film j 

Club Big Lung Remix Annette Peacock 7K Oaks 

Alfred 23 Harth Massimo Pupillo Fabrizio Spera 

Luca Venitucci National Jazz Trio of Scotland 



23, 24 & 25 May Tolbooth Stirling Scotland 
For tickets & a brochure, call 01786 27 4000 

www.leweekendfestival.com 
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now booking: chinchillaf est 

Interview: Louis Pattison 

When did Chinchillafest begin, and what were its aims? 

"Chinchillafest began six years ago. The four or five of us had been 
organising one-off gigs for a couple of years, and the first festival 
came about because we wanted to invite the friends we'd made 
from around the country to all party together for a few days. We 
don't have any set rules. We've had David Thomas Broughton playing 
just before Narcosis. The juxtaposition between their music was 
funny; variety is the spice of life! Co-ordinating a festival is all about 
finding the balance between keeping everyone smiling and timing 
the music to suit people's moods throughout the weekend." 

What's the venue like? Why does it seem suitable? 

"The Brudenell Social Club is a classic working men's club, open 
since 1913, and bearing something of a similarity to Phoenix Nights. 
It's a wonderful place, where noise bands can be going mental in 
one room, and 80-year old locals are enjoying a quiet pint in the 
other room. We've helped raise money to rescue the club from noise 
complaints in the past. We all live a few minutes away, so it feels like 
home, and luckily it's one of the best venues in the country." 

Any major coups in acts that you've booked this year? 

"We wanted to book a few touring bands this year-the last 
couple of Chinchillafests have consisted entirely of UK bands. We 
asked Gay Against You to warm everyone up for the weekend, and 
then DJ Scotch Egg to bring some of his chaos. We were lucky that 
Eats Tapes will be living in Berlin rather than San Francisco in May, 
so they are able to fly over and dance up the Saturday night. The 
last addition to the line up was Ex Models. Quack Quack, Zukanican 
and aPAtTwill send everyone home happy on Sunday." 

Is the UK DIY in good health? 

It's not easy to generalise what is and what is isn't DIY, in the sense 
that most bands have to get involved with organising gigs, records, 
T-shirts, transport, press, whatever. But musically, yeah, there's 
a seemingly ever-growing bunch of weird and wild but strangely 
accessible UK bands around at the moment... aPAtT, Cleckhuddersfax, 
Poltergroom, Mucky Sailor, Cowtown, Quack Quack, Beards, 
Stig Noise, Bilge Pump, Lords, Hands On Heads. ..I could go on! 
Correspondingly, there's some great labels releasing good stuff from 
the UK and beyond: Upset The Rhythm, Gringo, Golden Lab, Adaadat, 
Pickled Egg, On The Bone, Class A Audio." 

Yr three most memorable shows from past Chinchillafests? 

"Wolves! (Of Greece) at the first festival. Finally getting Trencher 
to play last year- we'd been inviting them for years and things always 
went wrong, like the time their car broke down and they arrived 
about half an hour too late. And any of the times Bilge Pump played!" 
(Team Chinchilla) 



Leeds Brudell Social Club (May 16-18) 



ladyfest london 

A platform for women's music, art, comedy, 
photography, film, written and spoken word. 
LondonTBC (May 9-11) 

loop festival 

Bands, digital art and culture. 

Brighton Victoria Gardens (August 16) 



latitude 

Well spray-paint a sheep, if it isn't the third 

annual Latitude festival. 

Suffolk Henham Park (July 1 7-20) 

lounge on the farm 

All the fun of the English countryside, as 
Canterbury's Merton Farm rocks to the sound 



le weekend 

Plan B partners Le Weekend, 
now in its 13th year. An eclectic, 
intimate and always surprising 
celebration of fringe sounds 
from classical and jazz to 
underground pop music. 
This year features legendary 
jazz vocalist Annette Peacock, 
performing in the UKforthe 
first time in 20 years, alongside 
appearances from The Pastels, 
Taken By Trees, Hamid Drake 
and Raymond Boni, Tape, and 
Bill Wells' National Jazz Trio 
Of Scotland, as well as films 
and live poetry. 
www.leweekendfestival.com 
StirlingTollbooth(May23) 



of Black Kids, Art Brut, Kitty Daisy And Lewis, 
Holly GolightlyAndThe Broke-Offs, and 
many more. 
Canterbury Merton Farm (July 11-13) 

meltdown festival 

Massive Attack fill the seat previously 
warmed by Elvis Costello, Robert Wyatt, Nick 
Cave, Patti Smith, David Bowie, Morrissey, 
and last year's curator Jarvis Cocker. 
London Southbank Centre (June 14-28) 

roadburn 

Dutch festival returns with a bill to die (or kill) 
for. Celtic Frost, Boris, Jesujia Carrera, 
Neurosis' Scott Kelly, Acid Mothers Guru, 
Cult Of Luna, The Heads, Nadja, Isis, Grand 
Magus, Witchcraft, Capricorns, Taint, Marc 
Almond and Current 93. 
Tilberg 013 (April 17-20) 

rock ness 

Summertime festival on the banks of the 
most famous Loch of the Highlands. Music 
by Underworld, Roisin Murphy, Hadouken!, 
Felix Da Housecat, or Fatboy Slim. 
Dores Loch Ness (June 9-10) 

sensoria 

Sheffield's new fusion of music and film, with 
music from Richard H Kirk, Future Loop 
Foundation, and InThe Nursery. 
Sheffield venues (April 1 2-1 8) 

sonar 

The 1 5th year of daytime lounging and night- 
time raving. This year's themes are "the 
female factor" and "hybridism", so playing 
hermaphrodite are Antipop Consortium, 
Basquiat Strings, Ben Watt, Boys Noize, 
Camille, Chloe, Diplo, Erol Alkan, Frankie 
Knuckles, Goldfrapp, Hercules And Love 
Affair, Justice, Konono No 1, MIA, Miss 
Kittin, Neon Neon, Roisin Murphy and 
Spank Rock. Mary Anne Hobbs presents 
a Radio One stage with Shackleton, Flying 
Lotus and Mala, and an Osaka Invasion 
bill features DJ Scotch Egg, Ove Naxx 
andMaruosa. 
Barcelona venues (June 19-21) 

summer sundae weekender 

Featuring Supergrass, The Coral, Simian 
Mobile Disco, Roisin Murphy, Nina Nastasia, 
Jeffrey Lewis, Lightspeed Champion, 
TheWhitest Boy Alive, King Creosote and 
Of Montreal. 

Leicester De Montfort Hall And 
Gardens (August 8-10) 



swn 2008 

Radio 1 DJ Huw Stephens' new 
music festival returns to Cardiff 
for its second year, held across 
1 6 venues ranging from poky 
I ittle coffee shops to the 500- 
capacity noisebox Clwb Ifor 
Bach, www.swnfest.com 
Cardiff venues (November 7-9) 



sunrise celebration 

Organic and sustainably powered festival 
comes to the West Country with The 
Beat, The Orb, The Dub Pistols and Seize 
The Day. 
Bearly Farm Somerset (May 29-June 1) 

t in the park 

Enjoy the full-on rockin 1 likes of Rage Against 
The Machine, REM, Justice, Kings Of Leon, 
Stereophonies, The Fratellis, Hot Chip and 
The Raconteurs. 
Balado, Kinross (July 1 2-1 3) 

triptych 

The last everTriptych festival, with Dirty 
Projectors, Marnie Stern, Michael Hurley, 
The RZA, Bass Clef, Chrome Hoof, Alela 
Diane, Jamie Lidell, Magik Markers, Mogwai, 
James Blackshaw, Candi Staton, Andrew 
Bird, Buraka Som Sistemajheo Parrish, 
Sebadoh, Pram, Derrick May, Clinic, Aidan 
Moffat and Bill Wells, the Fence Collective, 
Flying Lotus, the first ever live show from 
Model 500, and many more. 
Glasgow, Edinburgh and Aberdeen 
venues (April 25-27) 

truck 

The 1 0th anniversary is sure to feature some 
great bands to celebrate - such ass These 
New Puritans, Maps, Robots In Disguise, 
Noah AndThe Whale, Camera Obscurajhe 
Television Personalities, Emmy The Great, 
Ian McLagan and the Bump Band. 
Steventon Hill Farm (July 18-19) 

underage festival 

Elephant And Castle's kids-only event steps 
out of the gloom for an outdoor all-dayer. 
London Victoria Park (August 8) 

venn 

Bristol's Venn festival enters its fifth year 
of musical mix'n'match. Matmos,Why?, 
Murcof, Rachel UnthankAndTheWinterset, 
Sunburned Hand Of The Man, Fuck Buttons, 
Afrikan Boy, The Blessing, Infinite Livezvs 
Stade, Skeletons AndThe Kings Of All Cities, 
WildbirdsAnd Peacedrums, Peverelist, 
MoHa!, and many more. 
Bristol venues (June 5-8) 

wakestock 

Indie rockin' good times with The Streets, 
Supergrass, Funeral ForA Friend, The 
Hoosiers, Hadouken, Young Knives, 
Metronomyjazzie Band Audio Bullys. 
Woodstock Blenheim Palace (June 
27-29), Abersoch (July 4-6) 

wood 

A newfestival celebrating music and nature 
from the folk behindTruck festival. Featuring 
Get Cape. Wear Cape. Fly, Asheley Hutchings' 
Rainbow Catchers, King Creosote, Danny 
AndThe Champions Of The Worldjhe Coal 
Porters, plus a solar-powered stage 
Oxfordshire Braziers Park (May 16-18) 
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James Kolden I System 7 I Dub Pistols I Ths Grid 
Atomic Hooligan I Gaudi Live Dub Laboratory I Meat Katie 
Qreatizoiie | Utah Saints I DJ Friction! Pathaau 
Eddie Temple-Morris | Subgiant I Quiet Village 
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{ Jeff Mills Frequency 7 
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SLAM LIVE Paul Woolford Jim Masters 




Ace V u n t u r u j Al laby | Aphid Moon Beatnik 

DJckster { Dimitri Nakdv | Edoardo | Fearsome Engine 

~~i m o k Flip — 

I Buddha | Logic B □ m b | 
Protoculturo | Regan [ Z o n Mechanic 



ELITE FORCE 



Andrea Lai * Beat Assassins * Ben & Lex * Bodysnatchers 
Ctrl Z * Drummatic Twins * Flore * High Eight * James GiJl 
Jay Cunning cl Atomic Hooligan * Klaus Hill * Lady Waks 
Madox * Mr B * Noisia * Peter Paul 
Quest & MC Ken Mac * Rico Tubbs * Slinky ■ Steve Thorpe 



nrkill 



Autcchre - Bass Clef - Black Rabbit - Cassette Boy 

*z Value - Daedelus - DJ 
Electromeca - Rotator - Sick Boy - The Bug 

idt - Tomb Crew - V e x " d 
Japan Invasion: Bogulta - DJ Scotch Egg 

Dokkebi Q - Ma reus a - OVe-NaXx 

. \ 



iLS | Ital Tek | Jon Kenobi | Kana | Kuba | Liquid Ross vs Natzan 
Orchid Star | Simon Pieman | Shet 
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rags to riches 



Words: Jessica Hopper and JR Nelson 

I lustration: Daniel Arcand 







Times New Viking 

Rip It Off (Matador) 

"The Wheel Of Time turns, and Ages come and 
pass, leaving memories that become legend. 
Legend fades to myth, and even myth is long 
forgotten when the Age that gave it birth comes 
again. In one Age, called the Third Age by some, 
an Age yet to come, an Age long past, a wind rose. 
The wind was not the beginning. There are neither 
beginnings nor endings to the turning of the Wheel 
of time. But it was a beginning. " 

That's science fiction guru Robert Jordan, 
and although he was, in fact, writing the intra to 
a multi-generational epic about a war between 
elf races - there he's penned some of the truest 
words of philosophy regarding rock music that 
have ever been spoken. It's a fact of life that the 
wheel of time turns and that long-forgotten myths 
become fact again. Not to get all metaphysical 
on you, but put down the NyQuil for a second 
and listen to our 800-word tale: it is perhaps 
no mere coincidence that overtime indie music 
rather comes to approximate a constant multi- 
generational elf race war inside your mind - aka, 
We've heard it all before but we don 't blame Times 
New Viking. Virgil's Aeneid, Andrea Dworkin, 



Which isn't all entirely true; although Noah loved 
whole-tone feedback and could really wrangle the 
amp roast from a Japanese Strat copy he nicknamed 
Pentatyuck, he never gave up on the rock. He lived 
to be more than 900 years old, which is a hell of a lot 
of quotidian, middling garage rock shows, you can 
be certain. 

Nine hundred years is not a remarkable age in 
the Bible, of course. People were still bearing babes 
until just shy of their 1 ,000th year, which is kind of 
nuts, given how one must look, sound and smell 
at 953. That you could ever convince anyone to 
break you off would be a miracle of, well, biblical 
proportions. Noah had other artistic aches and pains 
of course; for instance, generational divides were 
quite slight in comparison to ours now. He did not, 
for instance, have to struggle to 'get' Dan Deacon, 
as he had never lived through Caroliner Rainbow or 
Cex or Lightspeed Champion. 

Such is the burden of having had seen "the first 
time around", like, literally. Which was probably 
the third of fourth time around, to be fair - but, 
alas, we're all ignorant of what came before, unless 
you're Louis motherfucking Auchincloss. At this 
late stage of humanity, invention is rare, originality 
is rarer, reinvention fated. There is no shame in 



Moses almost got something 
together a few millennia later with 
Alan Licht and one of the dudes 
from Railroad Jerk 



William F Buckley, Bob Hoskins in Mona Lisa.. . 
eventually they all blend into the same amorphous 
blob of inner wisdom and dialogue, giving you 
a loving whip of the glove and never blaming you 
for an inner lilt towards prostitution. 

Except that Times New Viking is the greatest 
rock band that has ever existed in the history of 
human conception. Almost. Before Noah ran the 
ark aground on Mount Ararat, he had a sweet little 
four-track combo with two of his sons, Japheth and 
Ham, called Boaz Fails Every Testes. They sounded 
a little bit like Electric Eels, but not quite as glammy. 
They only cut one 1 2-inch in 2200 BC, 'There Is No U 
In Patriarchy'. Strangely enough, it was released on 
Siltbreeze Records. 

Before Matador could come calling, though, 
inter-band strife got the best of things. Noah got 
so wasted in his vineyard one night that he went 
to bed 'uncovered', so his sons averted their gazes 
and put a blanket on the dude and let him sleep 
it off. Noah woke up salty and ashamed, so he 
cursed Ham's son Canaan with eternal slavery, 
and the band thus went splitsville. Moses almost 
got something together a few millennia later with 
Alan Licht and one of the dudes from Railroad Jerk, 
but it never gelled. 



familiarity, certainly; everyone loves the regular. This 
is America, after all. 

Speaking of American bands, Times New Viking 
are one, and they are plenty damn good. The yanqui 
state of which Chrissie Hynde blithely intoned 
"was gone" when she went back to Ohio is 
studding anew(again). Hot again, even, if they can 
roust up two or three bands as decent as TNV and 
their sundry pals. Times New Viking offer perfect 
early Nineties doses of whelp and whimper, the 
old almost-forgotten fuzz and haze coating every 
cymbal click and shattered guitar peck -they 
rekindle well. 

Co-ed and not terribly cute or confrontational 
about it, TNV are in fact restless couriers of 
encouragement for teenagers surveying that new 
(old) frontier in the musical wasteland. They've 
got hot songs. They aren't trying to do too much 
too soon with their sound, ne'er a-mess with jazz 
inflections or disco. They aren't just some place- 
keep for those whose first furtive hand-jobs were 
born of a pre-grunge era. Rip It Offls glazed with 
a very certain timelessness, gleaming scuzzblast 
everlasting, harmony blown into the filthy 
troposphere. This is crucial basement core - 
4-ever, and for all. 
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yr mangled heart 

Words: Noel Gardner 

Illustration: Anna Higgie 

Gossip 

Live In Liverpool (Columbia) 
Rocket From The Crypt 

RIP (Vagrant) 

Some of you, of a certain age, just need to read 
the words "Julia Carling on Top Of The Pops" and 
you'll know what that's about. A greater, more. . . 
contemporary number can get a clue via 
"Guardian agony column" or " pro-fat Heat front 
cover", or another choice moment which signalled 
that Gossip were no one's exclusive property. 

A decade and a bit earlier, Rocket From The 
Crypt came from somewhere similarly American 
and underground, within similarly touching 
distance of garage fidelity, to become a pretty 
big band for a while, and perform their biggest hit 
'On A Rope' on dinnertime TV introduced by the 
England rugby skipper's wife. The British media still 
donning Marigolds to touch alternative rock at that 
time, none of the band ever proffered advice in a 
UK broadsheet, although that might have been 
worth a read. Rocket rocked by their own rules, 



until their number was up, and bowed out with 
this show in San Diego on Halloween 2005. 

Gossip, meanwhile, have a decade on Rocket, 
a still-rising profile, and these 1 3 tracks, recorded 
on their last UK tour. It says right here that this is 
the band's "first ever live album", which I was 
kinda scared to type, as it necessitated putting 
down the CD I was holding -their Undead In NYC 
album, which Dim Mak released in 2003, and 
which I feared might vanish back into the evidently 
bizarro world where it exists. The crowd on Live 
In Liverpool sound about 1 5 years younger than 

'DITTO! DITTO! DITTO!' 



they screech 



their equivalents on RIP (\t's up to you if you wish to 
view that as a zing at the expense of either band). 
"DITTO! DITTO! DITTO!" they screech as 'Jealous 
Girls' comes to a halt; you can imagine what it's like 
when 'Standing In The Way Of Control' kicks in. 

There's a decent wedge of pre-breakout 
material, for a band that really only have one well- 
known album. "I can't believe you knew the words 
to that! It's so weird," Beth enthuses as 'Coal To 
Diamonds' winds down. They do 'pop' covers now, 



too: Aaliyah, a great, breathless 'Are You That 
Somebody?' that's imbued with a remarkable 
death-rattle feel, and George Michael's 'Careless 
Whisper', which they'd have been better off not 
bothering with. It's a success overall, by virtue of 
not sounding like contemptuous doormen and 
three-quid-plus pints, the dominant 'vibe' in the 
sort of venues Gossip play these days. 

"ROCKET! ROCKET! ROCKET!" roars a 
doubtless oiled San Diego by way of introducing 
RFTC's opus, as a funeral march plays and someone 
with a slightly effete Mexican accent insists that, 
"Music will never be the same again". RIP's 
recording is solid, but weird: the between-song 
crowd noise has been cranked up to a degree that 
seems out of sync with the clarity of the actual 
music. That part of the equation, all 20 songs of 
it, is beyond reproach: the four-song stretch near 
this album's core ('Light Me', 'A+ In Arson Class', 
'Middle' and 'Born In '69') is just unfuckwithable. 

"We did this song back in 1 993. We invented 
this type of music. It's called rock'n'roll, ladies and 
gentlemen." We don't have Speedo, the singer 
from Rocket From The Crypt, anymore. Meaning 
we don't have many people prepared to say things 
like that onstage, meaning a void of sorts still lurks. 



Words Are Missing (AGF Producktion) 

AGF is the solo project of Antye Greie, also of 
Laub and AGF/Delay, and Words Are Missing 
is a personal-sounding, insular recording, 
a map of the complex paths that run 
between mind and voice and back again. 
Self-described 'e-poet' Greie's voice provides 
the starting point for 16 tracks of finely knit 
electronica that, while mostly anchored to 
a semblance of beats or a framework of 
glitch, are indeed more poems than 'tracks', 
despite the lack of words emphasised in the 
title.This impression is furthered by Greie's 
concentration on spoken rather than sung 
vocals, by the atmospheric creaks and 
whispers of 'KZ' and by the semi-abstract 



photos and drawings that accompany 
each track title in the sleeve: extreme 
close-ups of minerals, skin and text point to 
a concentration on the phenomenological, 
focusing in on unnoticed details of 
'things' and poetic use of ostensibly 
un-poetic patterns. 

This approach renders some of Words 
Are Missing initially hard going, if only in that 
tracks seem to form at random, like field 
recordings from a busy mind. But bewitching 
glitch pieces like 'Ooops For Understanding 
III' and 'Food Combination Chart' remind us 
that nothing is random here, and that the 
illusion of chance is perhaps necessary to the 
atmosphere that I think Greier is seeking to 
illustrate: that of the space between words, 



the secret life of the voice, the hidden 
processes of poetic thinking. 
Frances Morgan 



Ellen Allien 



Boogybytes Vol 04 (BPitch Control) 

More byte than boogy, Ellen Allien's 
contribution to BPitch's mix series hits the 
cerebral cortex and messes with the ear 
canal before it even thinks about pulling on 
the tendons that make your thighs shift 
about in rhythmic motion. This is not after 
hours party music.This is not background-to- 
your-chit-chat music.This is concentration 
time.Time for immersion and absorption. 
Like the super-efficient highway system that 
transports Berlin's residents, the city's finest 



export provides us with a gentle and 
satisfying ride. 

The real proceedings get under way 
with Ricardo Villalobos and Patrick Ense's 
'Fitzpatrick', deep and soulful, driving but 
not bass-heavy, still scratching away at the 
upper echelons of our aural range. Lucio 
Aquilina's 'My Cube' comes on like the 
cool kid sister of 'Tubular Bells' and ever 
faithful to her BPitch crew, she drops Sascha 
Funke's 'Double Checked', a robot voice 
and sprinting toms tripping over themselves 
to get you to the end. There's not much 
in the way of rise-and-fall but if consistent 
decency's your bag, then the lady has 
delivered again. 
HayleyAvron 



62 | plan b 





1 

U 


i ■ 




uu 





eni inn 



HORSE 1 HE BAND - A NATURAL DEATH 
Trify iroqui HinlEiKki-cwt" gioup nftm trth Aw Fttiil otLWl to 

FEIlfT - -5lh tirt 7DDB 



j4T T>£ Sl>M.ft\N 

uunuc 

* IH> »« : W€ COME N V\A(S ' 



AT THE 50UHDAWH - RED SQUARE- WE COME IN WAVES 

41 \W [ lOUNM'ffl AflbaV tonr an* rtie wink 4 btogwii gad 

TmJ 44c sgmbiiiff ftp- wih Ibe Mw c bTpency af Wfli ffclyd 

■nod rfit d^nc/nit mdd r«k pant al EasabtBd 

UF£HM«E-2flihJ^20aa 



WHEN -KM ME SUNT 

I £lh ufeum d anbttnl Hmpwtkm Inn Na 

JHIB-1U 




THE DEATH OF HER MONET - SPIRIT 0? THE STAIRWELL 

lh« Dw\ Of Her fancf cmie & bcirgjc d Son^ i^d ravld 

draw c ampdrairti !c sudi arf and prHur morafi as Swim. 

5fa, Hmkis. lift, Jku & fa!<nn 



UQFATHL ?shApr2DDe 



TfllKACRIA - TRAViL NOW JCKURNET INFINITE 

U^l^h/ llKV|f pf [grKPYt !rl| F^k mtf-! Fialir jng mcfi^! 

EK5UYED FMESHOFFiiiidf E-MAIL 

IHEHE RECORDI-HGrS - iSth AprU 2DQH 



FUNtt-UVlTMGITVIKOHIMI 

Figm ihf gichntA of JFt IbflOiA T&tjrf ftko «*to *H egmfcr 

itlsaw from lbs rifisw tarty Bfc tm tf al Flppti [apluimg sfHchiflg 

per fcr-an[H Iriw 19SQ mJ IfSH, fc DVD ^Jps fann a pkhirt aF 

!'.i bdtl ihtfl vair-d i?wn pm\ 4« i ■ 





TAD - BUSTED CIWUHS AND HINGING EARS 



fORMER CEU MATES - WHO'S DEAD AN* MOTS TO PAT? 



Do(gr-<fila-Y B'lD blbmAg rfir Wrtl ol fa* *3?ndtry ^t"e bind Di^nl #J 4tfi 4* Ry^t (H ttflrt *msI fa cM foi {p^pad k 

'il^B inlerYim iririi bis-d mimbin and fegtndary earns okJi a ttia Ira eF mdtdask rale hmnms « THTH ULTf and MflFDRHEAD 

Kihl tows* I HiraiHl, Mwk Attti I ^uoWr).. tin Thupl <nnW rift rhs pmk ™ parage Frinqr-^ lUttfolKItt « MUGrtiHEr 

(Sgaii^gjiiml, Pd faonrmg I HumteJ, gad iwr fl*tn lih iW ^gdi ^^4<" ***** pal ^ *f 1W WPUOWW3 

WIVD - OUT HOW MC-ilHHaLD HJUHE - 1 9h Mw 300B 



Feacififuzz 



PlACHfUH - SO HERE WE ARE IONIC HT 



(barpknc^ >f Rpl Dul^flf 1" L 4 Uf=WiVft* 14 Ink* uivi l^nwciid. 
f«Khn:n Iwrt buft ^ n larw Ian bow iiom iDjrrng an: mytcorc 



(nnl)fc>C" ifrti rhi pmk r-Mi para^ fnnif ^ HJ^BCNL'CRfr Df MllC^HPf ploys: "ii rn^ gk™n kJIej^ aF Tw noja Fnndub kiF'fln^ md 



ClOTf WfiTW prtr bethel" ■ ^riigltfi 
JUT»TRDL ■ 7lh Api 3O0fl 



ACOHN TCOY1L ACTO^ RECOflOS PRESTON - AMJY'S AflfFffiTVYYTH ■ AVAiANCHE GlASOOW / EBNBURGh &ANQL£T tiNGS?CN 6E aTMwn RECORDS n[wCa^T|£ 

BETTB! l£ISUR£ GRiEAT VARmCUTT* B*W WATERFOR& CD HEWB^ HFCHN - GIVES flKOMK L£RWKK CG6 &ANGO? CCt'NTES CUtnjRf HKJH WVCOWJ&E ■ CRASH RECCSM LEE5S 

OESTil^f RECORDS *HrTEl£Y ESPIKT KENT - FACE TX MUSIC WORCESTER FOCUS waTER;OGV!lL£ GaTEFiElD BOUNDS NERNE 6A^ HEUftAJSCR RECORDS WAKEFIEtf) HUDSON CHESTERFIElD 

Xj WINDOWS NEWCASTLE JUNfflO lEEDS ■ AJNGLf BRIDGEND i^ARHAN RKOSDS EXETER MU^C MANIA HaM£Y MU&C ROOM FOXSTONE NEV^R^JND THE MUSIC STORE BOSTON 

ONE UP ABERDCEN ^CCADILLr MANCHESTER FOWERPLAV HEREFOftD RECOR& SAVINGS BANSLRr REFLEX NEWCASTLE RESURRECTION RECORDS LOMDCN «>"S BlACKBURN 

ROUGH TRADE EAST and WEST LONDON - ROUNDER RECORDS BRIGHTON S!lECTaD5C mOHInGHAM SISTER RAY LONDON SOUND S, WSsOU ELGIN SOUNOHOUSE AROADSTaIRS 

SELLERS CAfiOff ■ STflFCORDS DUCHEY STANDOUT SAUSBURY TEMPEST SIRiWMGtiAM TNE AfiVSS YORK TOWER RECORDS DU8UN - TOWNSEN& RECORDS LANCS 

VIBES flUfiV^X RECORDS BOLTCM 



PLASTIC HFAD MUSIC DISTRIBUTION LTD 
AtTKH HOUSE, ITHERdOfT ROAD.. WALL'NGFOaD, OXFORDSHIRE. 0X10 W\ U< 
TEL *M «0] W\ B25029 IAK >« m l«l B2a32fl WViWPUSTICHEAD.COM 



SHOP ONLINE AT 

WWW.PLASTICHEAD.COM 



albums 



~ t\ » _' '* *~ 




circle of song 

Words: Petra Davis 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet 

Boredoms 

Super Roots 9 (Thrill Jockey) 

The Super Roots series of EPs, spanning 1 5 years of 
Boredoms' history, is usually accepted as being the 
best introduction to the various guises the band 
have taken. From the skronky exhibitionism of their 
early work, through their mid-period acid rock, to 
the lush soundscapes they currently inhabit, Super 
Roots marks out the various territories Boredoms 
have traversed. This eighth release in that series 
captures a performance on Christmas Eve 2004 
which saw the band joined by a live 20-piece 
plainsong choir, performing a single, 40-minute 
piece. Of the EPs so far, this is the most generous 
yet: a gorgeous offering both musically and as an 
artefact, with a bound booklet of the score and 
suitably psychedelic artwork by eYe himself, all 
wrapped under the tree and heralded by reindeer. 
Hoofbeats clop. Sleigh bells ring. Are you listening? 

It's been argued that to read the Super Roots 
EPs as a progression is to denigrate the band's 
previous incarnations and impose a false sense 



of evolution, and it's true that Boredoms' early 
work stands up independently; but there is such 
movement in their current sound, such a sense 
of propulsion, that some notion of momentum 
cannot but suggest itself. This recording, however, 
works carefully to subvert expectations of forward 
motion. It begins by ending: the choir introduces 
itself with a major arpeggio over two octaves, 
repeating and extending until, urged ever faster 
by cymbal crashes, it becomes an exaggerated 

A celebration of all 
things, everywhere 
at once 

concerto finale, almost a musical joke. It's not until 
the choir has thoroughly bidden a farewell that 
eYe swirls in sythesisers and shouts a demented 
greeting in response, and Yoshimi, Yojiro and 
Muneomi start the unstable tattoo, so far removed 
from the steady motorik of Super Roots 7, that 
signals the beginning of the first movement proper. 
The effect is of being folded back into the tonal 
heart of the chorale; of moving backwards or 
towards a centre, rather than outward into space. 



To match this false beginning, there's also 
a false ending, 27 minutes in. With explosions, 
phased reverb and shouted encouragement from 
eYe, as the choir moves ever further up the scale, 
the drums begin to pass a pattern around their 
circle in a manner suggestive of imminent climax; 
the synths referencing the language of classical 
finale, and the piece shudders to a temporary halt. 
It fools the crowd, in any case, until their shouts 
are interrupted by the resumption of the drums' 
central, deconstructed theme, this time in half- 
time, following eYe's delayed synth into the full-on 
f reakout that dominates the last movement. 

Super Roots 9, then, is far too careful and 
referential to fit easily into the critical expectation 
of FAR OUT SPACE RACE. This is not the Sun 
Ship that John Coltrane conjectured in 1 965. Nor 
does it ape Steve Reich or Jon Gibson - it's just 
too abundant, although it owes its repetition 
and variation, its manipulation of classical motifs, 
to the minimalist tradition. Rather, Super Roots 
9 maintains a sense of ecstatic celebration. The 
plainsong here suggests a pastoral rather than 
ecclesiastical worship, a celebration of all things, 
everywhere at once; the celestial made personal, 
the affirmative beaten out of a thousand hearts. 



Felicia Atkinson with Sylvain 
Chauveau 



Roman Anglais (0 Rosa) 

Given Chauveau's reputation at creating 
soundtrack material, it's not entirely 
surprising to find him working with other 
collaborative approaches, as is the case with 
the partnership with Atkinson on Roman 
Anglais. Pitched somewhere between 
spoken word with accompaniment and 
songs with soft unsung vocals, the four 
cuts on offer range from the ghost of 
shoegaze glaze of the opening 'Aberdeen', 
with Atkinson's mix of French and English 
returning to a near mantra of "I shot down 
my baby down by the river" 'to the nearly 
20-minute title track, a slow-burner. 'Dans Le 



Lumiere' makes for the least familiar 
sounding song as a result, Atkinson's voice 
sounding even calmer with only a subliminal 
ebb and flow of a deep guitar shimmer. 
Ned Raggett 



Averse Set ira 



Advent Parallax (Candlelight) 



Martriden 



The Unsettling Dark (Candlelight) 

UK metal imprint Candlelight's two new 
US signings have had very different career 
paths. Averse Sefira have been around since 
'96 and Advent- their fourth - is the first 
for a major metal label. This is no tale of 
injustice, though: Sefera's caustic, trebly 
black metal hasn't changed in their long 



existence and is as unremarkable as ever. 
Still, they could be understandably envious 
of Montana's Martriden, who were hand- 
picked to support Norwegian legends 
Emperor on the strength of one EP. Slick 
and characterless, Unsettling Dark doesn't 
really feel like a metal record, and you get the 
impression that if their mothers had hugged 
them a little more these guys would sound 
like Level 42. Perhaps that's the moral here - 
love your children. 
Patrick Moran 



The Black Keys 



Attack And Release (V2) 

You can't avoid it: when they rock out, The 
Black Keys sound like The White Stripes: big 



sound, big impact. But the Keys deal with 
it by putting back into blues-rock what the 
Stripes took out of it. Jack and Meg strip it 
down, punk it up and dress it for modern 
consumption. Daniel Auerbach and Patrick 
Carney are old school. They're more loyal 
to Led Zeppelin, Peter Green and Robert 
Johnson than the Stripes. They've got 
a cowbell, spooky breaks, and a miserable 
soul. Their fifth record Attack And Release 
creaks with failed love and disillusioned 
introspection. 'Lies' and 'Psychotic Girl' do 
more for squeakin', scratching wallowing 
and rejoicing in the dark times of this life 
than any LP so far this year. This pair are 
reassuring in that way. 
Tom Howard 
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Blood Red Shoes 

Box Of Secrets (Mercury) 

^■'1'^ So I had some preconceptions about this band. Which is 
bad. But c'rnon, first off, they're called Blood Red Shoes. 

•V Wr That's weird sex and violence incarnate, the type of thing PJ 
Harvey and John Parish might've used if they'd put Dance 
Hall At Louse Point out under another name. And then there's the build-up. 
Two years ago the pair unleashed the cold mania of 'ADHD', the eerie-as- 
you-like first single from Box Of Secrets, and in the interim brazen interviews 
and feral live shows have, at the least, promised some sort of sassy modern 
continuum of grunge/Riot Grrrl. In fact Box Of Secrets shows Blood Red 
Shoes are a pop group, and for the most part, a damn good one. I think they 
realise that. I hope so anyway, because if you take something like opener 
'Doesn't Matter Much' as all big and bleak and 1991, it fluffs spectacularly - 
the riffs are courteous, and Steve Ansell's schoolboy yelp has the emotional 
weight of, I dunno, my breakfast this morning. But drop it down to the 
featherweight category and it kicks ass, because if it doesn't have 'tude, by 
thunder, it has a tune. That's a mantra that mostly works for the rest of the 
record: sometimes they try too hard, and 'ADHD' almost sounds like another 
band (more's the pity) but mostly this is bubblegrunge of the juiciest variety. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Smile (Southern Lord) 

Japan's premier hard rock outfit Boris must 
have enjoyed working with Ghost guitarist 
Michio Kurihara to produce the phenomenal 
Kraut/ambien- influenced Rainbow, as he 
crops up again here again to great effect. 
The thing that really marks out this hyper- 
trio is their ability to switch between musical 
styles seamlessly (often several times in one 
track) without sinking into pastiche like, for 
example, the equally multi-talented but often 
tiresome Ween. So on PYG cover 'Flower Sun 
Rain' a burst of symphonic noise becomes a 
pastoral folk rock excursion before Kurihara 's 
effervescent guitar licks cut through the 
sludge, bringing everything into ultra-clarity. 
There is also something very 'brave' about 
Boris that this album (and /M before it) 
typifies. They really don't appear to give a 
fuck.They're just as interested in playing 
hair-metal, Japanese pop or Mud honey-style 
grunge as they are drone or doom. This said, 
old mate Stephen O'Malley turns up on one 
untitled track, and 'My Neighbor Satan' 
sounds exactly like the name suggests. 
John Doran 



The Breeders 



Mountain Battles (4AD) 

. . .sigh. That's notthe sound of six years 
of breath-holding since the last Breeders 
album, Title TK, exhaled. Nor is it 
disappointment. No, it's how I imagine Kim 
Deal, mistress of minimalism, would write 
this review. Devoid of 'Cannonball'-style 
anthems, Mountain Battlesmakes little 
concession to passing trade or Pixies fans, 
except for a possible dig in 'Walk It Off 
( "Nobody's allowed to fight/Till the band 
starts playing tonight"). Instead she and 
Kelley, Mando Lopez and Jose Medeles load 
every syllable and every plump, metallic 
bassline or languid fretboard slide with 
a library's worth of intrigue. For them, a sigh 
could stand for relief at the arrival of echo- 
laden opener 'Overglazed'; for the restless 
pining of 'Night Of Joy' or for melodramatic 
Latin anguish on Kelley's cover of 'Regalame 
EstaNoche'. A sigh of recognition for the 
twins' sugar-glass harmonies, alternately 
sweet and caustic on country waltz 'Here No 
More' and prickly stomp 'Bang On'. And one 
of happiness when spacious experiments 
such as the dub-tinged 'Istanbul' sit happily 
alongside that trusty surf-punk chugging. 
Abi Bliss 



Brian Jonestown Massacre 



My Bloody Underground (A) 

It's like watching the abusive ex-boyfriend 
you still love make one last stab at rehab. You 
want to believe him when he tells you he's 
changed, but that feeling in your stomach 
tells you otherwise. Were this album by 
anyone else, I wouldn't have got past track 
two. Not even obsessive fans want to wade 
through two minutes of guitar tuning. 

Which would be a shame, because it 
only really kicks off around the third track, 
a hypnotic, Moog-tastic Middle-Eastern 
drone centred around tablas and burbling 
analogue synth. 'Who Cares Why' is 
magnificent, Anton's strangely Robert 
Smith-like yelp countered by the angelic 
harmonies of Ride's Mark Gardener. 'Yeah - 
Yeah' is old-school BJM, sinister 1 2-string 
tangling with the bare heart of a man who 
hears angels but walks with the devil. 

But for every pearl, oh, the swine. 'We 
Are The n*****s OfThe World' is cringingly 
embarrassing, like a piano student mangling 
SpinalTap's 'Lick My Love Pump'. The 
production is muddy, almost unlistenable 
in places. The title namechecks JAMC and 
MBV, but the distortion doesn't sound 
purposeful. It sounds like it was recorded 
by someone too fucked to trim the volume 
pots, compensating by turning the echo 
up to 11. 
Fiona Fletcher 



Becoming (Alphahouse) 

Butane's early 1 2-inches seethed with 
menace.Tracks like 'The Gimp Can't Hunt' 
stood out amid the minimal sound with 
a real sense of threat and urgency. Now 
the Midwestern DJ has made the inevitable 
move to Berlin, and spent the months before 
the recording of Becoming loafing in parks 
and reading philosophy. Here, the sense 
of danger is muffled and the atmosphere 
more contemplative, invoking a fogged-over 
Villalobos The Au Harem d'Archimedev\be. 
Samples bubble in the background, reaching 
the threshold of consciousness. 'A Rave 
Mistake (Remix)' threatens evil and 
suspense, but gives nothing away. A looped 
voice in 'FromThe Beginning' mutters 
unintelligibly about time and knowledge. 

If abstract minimal's not your thing, 
you'll find little to love, but Butane has 
achieved his own aesthetic aims very well. 
Robin Wilks 



The Chap 



Mega Breakfast (Lo Recordings) 

Not to be confused with the magazine of 
identical name, this Chap is dancing fartoo 
well for the modest occasion you didn't 
mean to organise, dropping wry comments 
a little too crisp for the good-natured chatter 
you hadn't hoped for. Confusion isn't an 
option. Irreverence persists and you'll be 
expected to participate with feigned 
enthusiasm. Mega Breakfast is not for the 
morning after- no, no one here has thought 
about sleeping for something like six years, 
when a scruffier incarnation of The Chap first 
had Fun. A select history of popular music 
forms, compressed within an inch of their 
former lives. Wistful dance music, inverse 
narratives, charming repetition -all carry you 
from barmy un-disco opener 'They Have A 
Name' through to Kraut-lite closer, a warm 
tribute to They Came From The Stars (I Saw 
Them). Join in. It's not like you have a choice. 
DrSwan 



Do It (Domino) 

The magic ingredients expertly employed 
by the belligerent masked men (acid- wasp 
Nuggetsfuzz, chilly faux-harpsichord thingy, 
gut-churning rhythm section bounce) are all 
intact here, but where Clinic's sicko surrealist 
psych has perennially threatened to bust its 
bolts and spill onto the tiles in a stinking pile, 
the new gear is as finely honed, tempered 
and (barely) controlled as these toxic base 
elements and that grimacing grit-teeth vocal 
will allow. It suits. 

Do It! demonstrates a new aptitude for 
relative slow-burners (of sorts) but then 
even the perilously mellow 'Free Not Free' 
eventually writhes at its leash with a snarling 
swathe of bestial axe racket and 'Mary And 
Eddie' morphs into a tightly wound coil of 
spite under an uneasy lattice of harmonium, 
acoustic and electro foghorn. Business as 
usual, but that's a recommendation. 
James Papademetrie 



Dave Cloud And The Gospel 
Of Power 



Pleasure Before Business (Fire) 

Cloud is more Iggy than Iggy, as Jim Morrison 
as Jim and nearly asTom Waits as Iggy and 
Jim put together. His voice writhes around 
somewhere between the three, talking drunk 
and dirty. He's old, but he doesn't care. He 
sings, howls, growls and groans. He rolls his 
tongue as if he just learned how, and does 
it over Black Sabbath riffs. Pleasure Before 
Business is an ode to not taking life -or 
anything -too seriously. Dave Cloud is 
the kind of guy who doesn't care about 
anything apart from being Dave Cloud. 
And I respect that. 

An actor in films, a drinker of whisky, a 
shagger of women and a singer in a band. 
But not any band, his band. Where he can do 
whatever he likes, whenever he likes, and no 
one will tell him otherwise. Lucky bastard. 
Tom Howard 



Cloudland Canyon 



Lie In Light (Kranky) 



Christopher Bissonnette 



In Between Words (Kranky) 

Devotees of musical mind expansion might 
welcome these two trips, both of which 
aim to launch us into transcendent cosmic 
regions - each in its own distinct way. To say 
that German/American duo Cloudland 



Canyon dig a little Krautrock and psychedelia 
would be more than an understatement. 
Opening track 'Krautwerk' (geddit?) ticks 
along on a motorick, Neu! drum break, 
with waves of psych guitar and astral synth 
whooshes;'YouAndl'isadead-ringerfor 
Harmonia's clinical electro-pulse; and 'White 
Woman' is a gauzy drone with devotional 
vocal chants and discordant, early-Velvets 
violin. It's easy to carp that homage this 
barefaced comes close to pastiche - but that 
never stopped Acid Mothers Temple, did it? 

Electronic artist Christopher 
Bissonnette's gently unfolding ambience is 
like an infinitely huge choir of infinitesimally 
quiet voices trapped inside a single particle 
of water vapour, multiplied infinitely to create 
an eternal cloud of sound. It feels like heaven 
- if you buy into the idea of heaven being 
an austere, lofty region where not much 
happens on a Saturday night. 
Daniel Spicer 



Clowncore (Life4Land) 



Exercise And Hell (Rendarec) 

When your own reviews editor forewarns an 
LP uttering the words, " Breakcore by a man 
dressed as a clown, LOL", it's hard to come 
to the party with any specific expectations. 
Mercifully, free party-hunting accordion- 
wielder Ed Cox's breakcore variations are 
closer to Klezmercore (dirty rave division). 
If the devil has the best tunes, clowns aren't 
far behind; Cox is scoring a silent movie set 
to stun. Plentiful grin-out-loud fun ensures 
you won't need comically oversized togs 
to glean maximum enjoyment or get 
your dancefloor shuffle on, although it 
probably helps. 

Osaka's Maruosa, meanwhile, reckons 
it's dandy to open Exercise And HellwWh 
a mentally ill Cookie Monster bastardisation 
of 'Hallelujah' before launching into face- 
peeling ultra-harsh Manga-deathcore. 
So do we - good news for the Japanese 
screams'n'blastbeats grind gobbler, who 
smacks the playful insanity of his Wrong 
Music mates about with some swords 
and shit.The weedy Western world already 
has post-rock to supposedly soundtrack 
its world-ending apocalypse.Trust Japan 
to notch a more extreme alternative. 
Adam Anonymous 



Cryptacize 



Dig The Treasure (Asthmatic Kitty) 

Dig The Treasure is the newest adventure 
from Chris Cohen's extended musical family. 
Chris breathed first life into The Curtains, 
then turned his focus to Deerhoof, and later 
back. Sharing narration duties is Nedelle 
Torrisi, who appeared on the last Curtains 
album, 2006's Calamity. Drummer Michael 
Carreira was newly adopted, enticed to 
punctuate these tales with uniquely sublime 
understatement. But enough background ! 
It matters little, once they've taken you 
onboard in search of their treasure, where 
poignant encounters take place through 
heart-wrenchingly simple melodies. 

So what treasure is sought, precisely? 
It's quite simple -the buried chest contains 
details. The subtle brilliance is there in the 
scarcity, where single notes can glimmer 
through with stunning effect, if only you 
take notice. Digging is no passive act. Engage 
and you will be rewarded richly. 
DrSwan 
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Words: Jon Dale 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley 



Plan B's free jazz seer has the whole world in his hands 



Lol Coxhill/Charles Hayward/Hugh Hopper/Orphy Robinson/Robert Wyatt: 

Clear Frame (Continuity) 

Bill Dixon with Exploding Star Orchestra: Bill Dixon With Exploding Star Orchestra (Thrill Jockey) 

Alexander Von Schlippenbach Globe Unity Orchestra: Globe Unity -40 Years (Intakt) 

7k Oaks: 7000 Oaks (Die Schachtel) 

Bob Downes Open Music: Episodes At 4AM (Paradigm Discs) 

Neokarma Jooklo Trio: Solar Vision (Qbico) 



Despite my previous entreaties, I get the impression 
some of you are not rabid for free music. To be 
totally fair, it's fine to come and go with this stuff - 
even old sad-sack here sometimes needs a bit of 
a break - but that your town hasn't yet erected 
a monument to Paul Rutherford is a local urban 
planning problem you should be fighting on 
a municipal level. (Notthatmine has, either- it's 
also a universal predicament.) But I guess you 
could listen to some records, in the meantime. . . 

Clear Frame has its good points - Robert Wyatt 
on cornet, Lol Coxhill as always - but its line-up 
promises much while delivering less. I suspect 
this has something to do with Orphy Robinson's 
contributions, and not so much how they're played 
but how they sound. It's hard to get steel pan or 
vibraphone to settle nicely within improv, and here 
they stick out like a sore thumb floating in a bowl 
of breakfast cereal. It's fibrous and good for you, but 
what the fuck is that thing doing in there? Hayward 
and Hopper don't quite get with the programme, 
either, a fact not helped by the FX on Hopper's 
bass. It's like daffy aliens are hogging the rack unit. 

Bill Dixon is one of those players who slide 
in and out of orbit, so it's comforting to see him 
hooking up with Rob Mazurek's Exploding Star 
Orchestra. I could live without the spoken word 



in 'Constellations For Innerlight Projections'. 
The rest covers for this: from the dynamic shifts 
interrogated by 'Constellations. ..' through the 
gorgeous interplay of Mazurek's cornet and Dixon's 
trumpet at the beginning ofthelatter's 'Entrances/ 
One', these compositions allow the right mix of 
free playing and structural surety. ESO still feel close 
to spiritual forebears the Art Ensemble of Chicago, 
but they've plenty character of their own. 

While it's hard to believe it's the 40th year of 
Alexander Von Schlippenbach's world-beating 
Globe Unity Orchestra, it's get to grips with 
the force and eloquence of this 15-strong line-up. 
Featuring some of my favourite free players (Evan 
Parker, Kenny Wheeler, the late Paul Rutherford), 
these live and studio recordings give a panoramic 
view of everything the Orchestra does, from 
beautifully disorienting all-in blasts, through 
episodic dissolution into duo/trio/quartet units 
for focused melody head elaborations, into shots 
at trad/ethnic forms: your ears need somehow to 
come to grips with the incredible shift of 'Bavarian 
Calypso', from melodic swing to shatteringly out 
freedom. In total, it's one of the best recent sets 
of European free playing, while still insisting on 
its fundamental relationship to the fount that was 
African-American Sixties ecstatic jazz. Exhilarating. 



Italian quartet 7k Oaks do the improv-into- 
electroacoustics thing well, particularly when 
they're working at micro level: the quieter it gets, 
the more they focus on nuance, best displayed on 
the 20-minute 'Strategy of Tension'. Which is not 
to say their more fired moments are uninteresting 
- see the subsequent 'Pi Too' - but it's nice to 
encounter a modern improv outfit with plenty of 
strings to their bow, if you'll pardon the cliche. 

You may have recently encountered Bob 
Downes Open Music Trio on Paradigm Discs' 
excellent compendium of sound poetry from Lily 
Greenham, Lingual Music. They follow this with a 
reissue of Downes's 1 974 album, Episodes At 4AM. 
Based on Alberto Giacometti's 'Palace At 4AM' 
sculpture, it's fascinatingly spare, just Downes and 



Strings and wind wrap 
around each other like 
twining rope 



Wendy Benka slowly iterating the tonal language 
of their instruments (gong, marimba, flute, zither, 
etc) and exploring their interplay with primitive 
electronics. There's a lot of breathing space in the 
performances, and a sense of ceremony in the 
pacing: each tone either rings out into room silence, 
or is swallowed by its electronic shadow. 

I've never quite figured exactly where to place 
theJooklo/Troglosound crew -their duo recordings 
are righteous free jazz, but when they expand to 
trio or octet, things get damn zonked. Solar Vision 
is Neokarma Jooklo Trio's latest, a trip through 
ethno-musical forgery that takes off from the Sun 
City Girls' most flamingly fauxthentic recordings and 
extrapolates further. It's steamy stuff: with strings 
and wind trading raga moves and wrapping around 
each other like twining rope, while harmonicas blast 
weird microtonal blues, these are some of the 
strongest Fourth World, imagined continent 
peregrinations I've repped in sometime. 
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Illustration: Ben Rivers 

The Sword 

Gods Of The Earth (Kemado) 
Dead Child 

Attack (Quarterstick) 

I'm trying to remember exactly what The Sword 
were like when I saw them play last year, but I get 
them mixed up with Swedish rockers Witchcraft, 
who were on the same bill. Both bands were 
unapologetically retro, the stage a montage of 
Orange amps, lommi riffs, denim thighs and unruly 
hair. But while Witchcraft's sense of pace and - 
seriously - actual faces had set to lumpy Seventies 
mode, their Texan friends were loud, hard and right 
in the moment, their stoner grooves amphetamine 
brutal. Debut album Age Of Winters was equally 
disarming, meaty and pranksterish and more fun 
than anyone concerning themselves with the 
'hipster metal' debate (in which The Sword's name 
crops up regularly) deserves to have, basically . 

This follow-up demands another robust 
defence against charges of dilettantism. The riffs 
that rumble through Gods Of The Earth are as 



Dead Child make the most creepily 
onanistic music I've heard in ages 



tight, the leads as yowly and the momentum as 
furious. Where it differs from its predecessor 
is in an increased complexity, with Celtic-sounding 
melodies cantering through 'To Take The Black'; 
touches of pomposity in the 'movements' of 'The 
White Sea'. One suspects that now the The Sword's 
fantasy locus has changed from hill fort to super- 
ornate pagan temple things might be on the turn, 
the way Comets On Fire went from gonzo space- 
punk to Southern stodge with Avatar, but if you 
ask of Gods Of The Earth, as you should, if it's fun 
to listen to in your pants, beer in hand, rest assured 
Plan B has put this to the test for you a couple of 
times now and would do so again if required. 

But actually I'm putting my clothes back on 
right now, because David Pajo's Dead Child make 
the most creepily onanistic music I've heard in 
ages. Attack's skin-tight riffs grate impressively, 
brutally jaunty and precise; but pleasurable? Not 
really, unless you get off on the idea of some creepy 
dude wanking at your window at 3am. 'Screaming 
Skull' is a neat piece of horror metal, with a brutally 



curtailed solo and a tense, Queen-y chorus. There's 
an appealing, almost adolescent clumsiness to the 
vocals, almost as if Dahm is trying them on for size, 
and Pajo's guitar retains a kind of perverted knife- 
edge nastiness throughout. But the album never 
really busts out of the self-conscious cage it's 
locked itself into until the final, pounding riffout of 
'Black Halo Rider'. Until then, Attack is just weirdly 
alienating, a cold take on a nostalgia for Eighties 
metal that this project band are in the fortunate 
position, via their pedigree, to mine. 

If those who talk about 'hipster metal' stopped 
with the tribalism and went to the sonic roots of 
their grievance, I'd imagine it'd come down to a 
quite righteous distrust of those who confuse true 
abandonmentto Heaviness (which, for all their 
stylistic self-awareness, The Sword just about pull 
off) with the careful, sexless postmodernism of 
something Wke Attack. And claiming a youthful 
adherence to the genre doesn't wash: I was into 
Lois Duncan as a kid, but I'm yet to start working 
on that supernatural teen horror novel. 



Anat Ben-David 



Virtual Leisure (Chicks On Speed) 

Simple phrases tumble from Anat Ben- 
David's mouth like a linguistic landslide, 
words weighted with meaning. On paper, 
she reads like a highly-strung teenager. 
But coming out of that mouth, in that cool 
Germanic voice, it all makes sense. 

One moment, she's crooning like 
a gently demented Nico about buying 
a double bed in Ikea, a Bacharach-ian 
number accessorised with synthetic, 
shuffling snares. The next moment, space 
and silence are tested by a barrage of 
aggressive hi-NRG drums and lunatic, 
sea I i n g voca Is : "If you press the right button 
you blow it all up!" 



There is no time to relax with Virtual 
Leisure. Yesterday's dinner rises in your 
windpipe as Anat Ben-David whips you 
mercilessly from track to track, hanging 
upside down with no safety harness: 
a glorious electric joyride. 
HayleyAvron 



The Death Set 



Worldwide (Counter) 

This album is daft. If it were any more daft 
you'd have to milk it. This album is fun. If it 
were any more fun they'd make a law against 
it. Worldwide is in fact a proper pop-punk 
album not in the sense that grizzled men- 
children Green Day would make it, but that 
these 1 8 frenetic Dl Y roarers combining the 



spirit of The Go ! Team, X-Ray Spex, and 
Bis provide all the instant gratification 
of both genres. As sassy and recorded-in- 
a-basement 'Solve It' sounds, it also conjures 
the image of thousands of school children 
dreaming of being in the group and devising 
dance routines. Formerly The Mother Fucking 
Death Set, then the MFDS and now 
thankfully just The Death Set, their songs 
'Negative Thinking' and 'MFDS' have all of 
the nutty, Sunny D-powered energy of Bonde 
do Role with none of the irritating archness. 
If you're feeling a bit battered and bruised 
because of the recent MGMT hype-gasm, 
then you might actually find that this is the 
album you've been looking for. 
John Doran 



in the studio: the death set 

We listened to: " For some reason I think 
we were listening to our favorite teen records 
at that time, like EnterThe 36 Chambers and 
the Beastie Boys' punk records, AglioEOlio 
and Some Old Bullshit. Friends' bands' 
records were also getting a lot of play- like 
Best Fwends, Matt and Kim and Japanther." 
We ate: "Soy sauce. Basmati rice and 
more basmati rice with basmati rice. And 
sometimes with beans or rawtofu." 
We watched: "We watched the UK version 
of The Office over and over, in between 
YouTubing hip-hop videos. I think Juelz 
Santana's 'The Whistle Song (There It Go)', 
was getting some addictive viewing at 
the time." (Johnny Siera) 
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Words: Chris Houghton 
Illustration: Anke Weckmann 

The Long Blondes 

Couples (Rough Trade) 

Because, sometimes, somehow, you try to 
grow up. 

I had conceived The Long Blondes as - like, 
say, Operator Please and Klaxons - a dividing line 
between people excited by an instinctual joy of 
pop and its possibilities, and those who want to 
put it into boxes and files and leave it to die. It was 
all there on the Sheffield quintet's bittersweet, 
surprisingly smart first album. Pretty much every 
song referred to how old they were, despite surely 
being in their mid-twenties. Jesus, that depressed 
me. (And I genuinely understand: I cried when 
I turned 1 6 because I thought that was it, all over.) 

One Amazon reviewer described Someone To 
Drive Me Home, as "a manifesto for youngsters", 
and I empathise, even if it was also an album that 
made me cheerfully nostalgic for a time (1 996) I'm 
not sure I enjoyed the first time around. The Long 
Blondes connect with some of the same spaces 
that Kenickie, Orlando and the Manics did 



- bands for people wanting to find a musical 
identity that's literate and iconic and within the 
confines of rock that's comfortably retro. There 
were reference points spooling out exponentially 
unformed ideas ultra-confident in their own skins; 
sweet vulnerability that's somewhat poignant and 
conjures the vanity of boredom. "Don't go to 
London, don't no-no, "was its closing line. 

In February 2008, singer Kate Jackson declares 
that most of the band are moving to London. I buy 

Some of my best 
friends and favourite 
people are hypocrites 

that. Some of my best friends and favourite people 
are hypocrites. Couples is the result of work with 
Erol Alkan as overseer/producer, and his influence 
is immediate. Opener 'Century' is ace, the tetchy 
Au Pairs-gone-sugar guitars replaced with Donna 
Summer vocals, curving over pop littered with 
phase-shift drops and joyful electro pops and 
squeals. 'Guilt' begins exactly like a song Annie 
hasn't recorded yet, guitars like a super-glossy 
'We're So Cool', and Jackson's vocals intimate and 



cool and brave. "Now I've made my choice and I'm 
sticking to it/Guilt has nothing to do with it". Aww. 

And. . .weirdly, wrongly, it's musically back to 
business as usual, but losing the gleeful fervour 
that made 'Giddy Stratospheres' so vertiginously 
atmospheric. The Couples' is all Ronettes 
backbeat and the sort of self-loathing that 
makes for Sunday newspaper columns. 'Round 
The Hairpin' is a long lost Saint Etienne song 
from 1994, lost for a reason. Too Clever By Half 
thuds through four minutes of breathy promises 
that recall the album mistakes of Kate Nash, the 
words, "/ don 't have to tell you what we did next" 
repeated like a gory death wish. 

And then from nowhere, 'Erin O'Connor' is 
awesome: a song about a boyfriend pretending 
to fuck a supermodel while she's thinking about 
someone else as well. Likewise, the piano-led 
'Nostalgia', a simple love song which works 
forJackson's over-enunciated vocals. But let's 
not discuss the forgettable Cabaret Voltaire- 
referencing thrash of closer 'I'm Going To Hell'. 

Because despite its promising start and 
mistakenly perky near-ending, Couples 
unfortunately settles for comfortable mediocrity. 
I'm not sure who's grown up too much. 



Destroyer 



Trouble In Dreams (Rough Trade) 

The vocal attire is caterwaul casual and the 
theme is the world is fucked. "The illness 
grows while my soul pukes the night away, " 
Dan Bejar sings, and that so-called 'illness' of 
which he despairs, is probably the U-S-of-A. 
Life during wartime has made him nostalgic 
for 1 993 ('My Favourite Year') and girls like 
"Nicole. ..blasted on ecstasy' 'who share 
the same scars on songs set to reveries of 
pedal steel guitar and electric piano. 'Trouble 
in Dreams' may lack the verbose firestorm 
of his best writing (eg Rubies, Streethawk), 
but the Destroyer rock band feeds your 
addictions for blue guitars and synths so 
decadent they turn the toxic glamour of 777/s 



Is Hardcore-era Pulp into a floppy mess. 
"You go, I'll stay, perfectly at home with 
this dread/Dark leaves form a thread! " Dan 
roars, chasing a melody like Peter Perrett 
once chased a fix. Both men being big on 
those midnight melodies, of course. 
Shane Moritz 



Ersen (Finders Keepers) 

It's clear early on why Finders Keepers would 
be into Ersen's unique take on Andalou 
Pop.Album opener 'Gunese Don Cicegim' 
is dense with funky beats, hand claps and 
groovy guitar riffs - and laced with a heavy 
dose of psychedelia. Afitting scene setterfor 
a compilation full of fast-paced, percussion- 



heavy tracks, all topped off with Ersen's soft, 
lilting vocal delivery. Other highlights include 
the organ heavy 'Dostlar Beni Hatirlasin', 
'Gafil Gezme Saskin' - recently sampled 
by Stone's Throw producer Oh No - and the 
brilliant 'Bir Ayrilik Bir Yoksulluk Bir Olum', 
with its clipped breakbeats and a bassline to 
die for. Just don't ask me what he's actually 
singing about. 
Stuart Aitken 



Shine (Homeschool/Atlantic) 

Here's what the mainstream music press will 
say about Estelle and her record: "Britain's 
answer to Lauryn Hill", "The soundtrack to 
the summer", "Sultry r'n'b songstress 



bringing British urban music to a wider 
audience". That doesn't make it bad, hell no 
- this is some kind of ace, although the lyrics 
fall a bit short of feisty. It's juicy high-end 
fusion r'n'b, a bit like (whisper it) Lauryn 
Hill: great voice, dancehall riddims, sweet 
harmonies, lickle bit of rappin' (but not 
enough for me). With lyrics like "let's go on 
the subway/ Take me to your hood/ I've never 
been to Brooklyn/ And I'd like to see what's 
good", 'American Boy', featuring Kanye 
West, is probably a bit gauche for the Yank 
market, but who knows? They might find it 
kinda exotic, not to mention and sweet as 
pie. And it's all worth it to hear Kanye West 
chuckin' down the word "bloke". Cute. 
Jesse Darlin' 
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Bad in plaid: Plan B's ramblin' man chases down the 
best of new alt country and blues 

Radar Bros: Auditorium (Chemikal Underground) 

Last Harbour: Dead Fires And The Lonely Spark (Little Red Rabbit) 

Left Lane Cruiser: Bring Yo' Ass To The Table (Alive) 

Hamell On Trial: Live From Edinburgh: The Terrorism Of Everyday Life 

(Righteous Babe) 

Murder By Death: Red Of Tooth And Claw (Vagrant) 



It took alt country to get me to hear the beauty and 
soul in real country music, and while that's perhaps 
a sorry story for another day, I can't ever forget the 
impact that Uncle Tupelo's contribution to 1 993's 
No Alternative compilation made upon me. A cover 
of the Credence classic 'Effigy', their contribution 
seared and soared with a chilling spook, a seething 
electricity that burned away the 'trad' crust from 
their roots music, a corrugated roar that attempted 
to make sense of rebel music pre-Black Flag, in the 
decidedly post-Black Flag universe I was living in. 

Their sublimely romantic and lovelorn second 
album, Still Feel Gone, deepened my fascination, 
a spell broken only by a gig by Son Volt -Tupelo 
man Jay Farrar's subsequent (and profoundly 
earthbound) group - at Camden's Dingwalls, 
surrounded by sweaty English blokes in plaid and 
baseball caps, keening for some mythic nirvana they 
found in lumpen bar-band rock, the low common 
denominator I soon discovered summed up most 
'Americana' bands. I was seeking the resonance 
of loneliness, frustration and wide open spaces, 
and finding only the aural equivalent of the decor 
at your local TGI Friday's. 

In such context, the gilded sighs of San 
Francisco's Radar Bros have always proved 
a blessed respite. Auditorium is their fifth, and in 
its decorous arrangement of sweetly inconsolable 



vocals, shimmering and 
spectral instrumentation, and 
melodies that ache with an 
opiated grace, it's very much 
like the four that preceded it. 
But Radar Bros are a band, 
like Morphine before them, 
who've happened upon 
a sound so natural and 
unique to them - country 
music as beamed from the 
stars by melancholic aliens - 
that each subsequent release 
finds new wisdoms in their 
familiar craft. This means 
aficionados must seek it 
with haste, and newcomers can begin here with 
confidence, as Jim Puttnam's lissom and dreamy 



A concoction of foul 
fable and grisly legend 



gloom is at its peak. 

Last Harbour's music also resonates, the 
Mancunian septet finding their voice in a timbre 
of haunted gothic Americana. Great chasmic 
dramas hide within the swooning dustbowl rumbles 
of these songs, blackly turbulent like 1 6 Horsepower 
or Lift To Experience, with a Wild West baroque 
feel akin to Okkervil River. There are some overly- 
theatrical passages where their greasepaint is a little 
too visible, but the chill storm of The Further Field' 
evokes their true power. 

Alive Records have lately proven ace talent- 
scouts for scuzzy but potent roots music, from Two 
Gallants to Trainwreck Riders to Black Diamond 
Heavies, a lineage Indiana duo Left Lane Cruiser 
don't disappoint. As the title suggests, theirs is 



a guttural, low-down blues, greasy of holler and 
limber of rhythm, echoing Gutbucket a decade or 
so earlier. Freddy J IV's barked jive and slang might 
wear thin before the disk's end, but his vicious slide 
guitar and Brenn 'Sausage Paw' Beck's lick'n'spit 
drums lock into a bone-crushing groove akin to Zep 
circa 'In My Time Of Dying' enough times to win out 
overall, a set a-thrum with moonshine-fuelled lust 
and animalistic rutting. 

Playing before a theatre audience during the 
Edinburgh Fringe, Hamell On Trial is captured 
in altogether more genteel circumstances on 
The Terrorism Of Everyday Life. Interspersing 
his acoustic-driven rants and spiels with nervily 
charismatic observations and explanations, there's 
a sense that the live album is the best format in 
which to enjoy nasally New Yorker Ed Hamell's 
oeuvre, and stories like 'John Lennon' and droll 
drug-memoir 'When You're Young' are particularly 
winning here. There's something rigid to Hamell's 
shtick, like Henry Rollins somehow, that holds him 
back from becoming the guitar-toting Bill Hicks you 
can tell he sometimes aims for, but these gratefully 
sane reports from an ever-more-lunatic US ring with 
a wry truth, a razor-sharp reeling that is the essence 
of modern Americana. 

It's an essence often drawn from death, cruelty, 
anger, bitterness and spite, an essence Murder By 
Death wear like a scent. While their name suggests 
some bluntly hilarious NWOBHM tribute act, they 
eschew lumbering riffs in favour of sun-bleached 
desert sounds, the rasp and rattle of the dustbowl, 
the dry lash of cello, spit'n'shined licks of rockabilly, 
and frontman Adam Hurla's vocals, blackly of 
a piece with the stories he tells, with a Johnny 
Cash burr that's beyond his years, and as curiously 
seduced by an Old Testament sense of justice as 
Nick Cave. The Indiana quartet's fourth is, indeed, 
their best yet, its fiery sense of drama like a lurid 
four-colour newsprint comic-strip adaptation of 
There Will Be Blood, a concoction of foul fable and 
grisly legend that, in its mercurial flushes of venom 
and sobered moments of recrimination, is never less 
than enthralling. 
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Digital Penetration 2 (Alt Delete) 

If you've only just discovered the knee-buckling 
intensity of Duchess Says' 'Black Flag' or the 
knuckle-crunching beats of Kap Bambino, you 
clearly haven't been paying attention. But if you've 
been a regular at Delete Yourself in London or 



we've been following it unknowingly for years. 
It walked and looked and quacked like a duck 
and we just thought it was a battery chicken. 

Changes are gradual and continuous and never 
abrupt, and revolutions only happen in the feverish 
imagination of bored music journalists. The ideas 
that connect the dots between Slagsmalsklubben's 
8-bit baroque and Kania Tieffer's Gameboy 
karaoke have evolved quietly and organically from 
the remnants of the loosely associated European 
electro pop network which spans from Leeds' 



Retro-disco computer love has outgrown its 
nostalgic obsession with older technologies: 
the new kids just want to have fun 



Liars Club in Nottingham and find yourself well 
acquainted with Alt Delete's roster of mostly 
excellent bands, you will be aware that the digital 
penetration has begun. 

We've been grumpily waiting for that special 
new scene that would sweep the nation's youth off 
their skinny-jeaned legs and make everything seem 
meaningful again. It just dawned on us that this 
scene is already here, under our noses, and that 



Catmobile to Madrid's Elefant via Munich's Disko 
B. It used to be about alienation, the loneliness 
of Pacman in a maze populated by ghosties, the 
shyness of unwanted and unloved machines. 
But retro-disco computer love has outgrown its 
nostalgic, soft and cuddly obsession with older 
technologies: the new kids just want to have fun. 

Unlike electro pop, it has live drums and 
guitars; unlike electroclash it's not ironic; and 



unlike glitchcore it doesn't read The Wire. What 
used to be a scene dominated by computer geeks 
flying around a post industrial continent with their 
favourite Seventies synth in their luggage has been 
rewired for social networkers who are never alone 
in front of their computer screens. In this context, 
Glass Candy's recent foray into Italo revivalism and 
DJ Mehdi's more conventional dancefloorisms 
are a bit out of place. Just like the grey hoodie, 
which was meant to allow the wearer to fade into 
urban anonymity, but mutated into fluorescent 
American Apparel body consciousness, so has the 
disaffection of electronic pop morphed into a more 
expressive celebration of dirty, hot-wired noise. 

The music on Digital Penetration 2 is as much 
about rocking out to proper live music at dingy 
clubs as it is about MySpace surfing, and as such it 
bridges the gap that makes us feel like strangers 
among the generation that doesn't need genres 
and record shops because it's all one big iTunes 
library. If you've transcended the need for round 
totemic objects in square packaging, you probably 
don't need this compilation. But for those of us 
who still find meaning in categorisations, Alt 
Delete continue to provide an important service 
through such intelligent, cutting edge selection. 



Evangelicals 



The Evening Descends (Dead Oceans) 

Despite its sleeve, this album does not 
contain covers of Incubus hits by sixth- 
formers. It does contain: phosphorescent 
guitars, with full chords left to resonate in 
an oily blackness; tidal wails, fed through 
a wave machine backwards; and a 
triumphant "SOMEONE LOVES YOUVERY 
MUUEARCH! "expelled from lungs as their 
owner finally crashes through the water's 
surface. The whole thing luxuriates in 
a bottomless bath of reverb, Josh Jones' 
voice all fluid like the gel of a glitter pen 
eking out from its smashed plastic case. 
Occasionally, there's a French curve to his 
vowels; occasionally, he accelerates into 



a falsetto, sweeping your gaze from azure 
seas to blitzing white light. Evangelicals are 
going for something that sounds liquidised 
and effervescent. Intermittently, they 
manage it- but guys: rethinkyour artwork. 
Lauren Strain 



Excepter 



Debt Dept (Carpark) 

Here's Excepter's industrial record, and even 
the enlightened among us might not have 
seen it coming. If it didn't get funky in spots, 
you might mistake DebtDept\o\ some early 
minimal synth/aggressive male blackout a la 
Executive Slacks or Voice Farm. But here we 
are in 2008, born down with a recession 
that's reaching worldwide, looking at the 



prices we must pay to get by. Not much of 
a surprise that 1 983's soundtrack for that 
sort of life - if you can call it living - is 
identical in Excepter's worldview; dark 
synths, beats, tribal chants of "kill people " 
- nihilism never expected from this lunatic 
fringe before or since. Relieving to hear one's 
frustrations played out in this manner, but 
it's a view gleaned from inside the habitrail, 
someplace you don't necessarily want to be. 
Doug Mosurock 



Joys Of Spring (Hun 

Snorts of harmonica, buckle-booted stamps 
and a determined, rattling hive of acoustic 
guitar provide your intro to this Mancunian's 



debut record on local label Humble Soul. 
With unpredictable ornaments and 
backwards slides, Fairhurst's take on purely 
instrumental, olde-worlde forest folk twists 
the traditional into something contemporary. 
Carefully balancing the ground-churning 
pace of 'Obnox Stomp' with the twinkling 
but not over-tender 'PassingTime', he's 
made a record for all moments - in places, 
to be listened to communally, outdoors, 
at twilight; in others, to encourage 
concentration in the pale hours as you work 
on private projects. Then, to nudge you from 
any reverie, 'Shivver' directs gusts of wind 
through trees hung with charms. Joys Of 
Spring \s a small, complete Utopia. 
Lauren Strain 
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The Felice Brothers 



The Felice Brothers (Loose) 

From the opening 'Little Ann', we're winding 
up a dusty, sunny, country road to the family 
farm in the Catskills where The Felice 
Brothers call home. Rich and warmly 
recorded, their sound owes more than a little 
to the full country arrangements of The Band, 
and things mellow neatly towards the end 
of the album, as the sun goes down on these 
bristly, hungover love songs and tired, sun- 
faded anthems. I'd like to think, though, that 
someone's pointed lead singer Ian Felice 
back to the blackboard that graces their 
album cover and made him write a line 
1 times under the band's chalk-scrawled 
name: 'I must not sing like Bob Dylan'. 
Digby Bodenham 



Foot Village 



Friendship Nation (Tome) 

Alert to the ancient powers of yelling loud 
and hitting hard, Foot Village stress the 
importance that there is no electricity in 
their rock'n'roll - it's a primitive party, 
communication without a carbon copy. The 
four drummers/members proudly refer to 
themselves as 'citizens', a loveable art-rock 
contrivance that they've formed a country 
of their own, shaped like a rough square 
formed in that space between their inwardly 
facing kits, those percussive borders. 

The group prefer fleeting flash-mob 
intensity over any kind of sustained rhythm, 
democratically eschewing the dogma of 
groove. Occasionally, your attention is 
diverted to the scatological sing-alongs 
delivered with a deliberately grating 
Residents-esque sarky taunt.The record ends 
with four remixes, where foreign invaders 
Tussle, Aa, Silver Daggers and Robedoor take 
turns in mangling the Foot Village primitive 
beyond repair. But it was fun while it lasted. 
George Taylor 



The Grand Archives 



The Grand Archives (Sub Pop) 

Transpose the lightest, most easy-listening 
pop treacle of the Seventies onto burnished 
'authentic' Noughties indie rock-as-Effexor 
chaser/lifestyle accessory, and you're pretty 
much at the point where the Grand Archives 
stake their claim. Ex-Band Of Horses guitar 
Mat Brooke steps into the limelight, hoping 
that if you've liked his previous output, then 
you're older now than you were when you 
heard it before, and therefore you'll like this 
too. But are you, as a listener, so bummed out 
that you're ready to resign your youth and 
become your parents? Even if so, you don't 
need this hollow, maudlin James Taylor/Air 
Supply/Gin Blossoms wannabe knockin' on 
your door to get there. Save your money and 
buy a house in a gated neighborhood with 
good public schools. If this is your bag, that's 
where you want to end up: someplace safe. 
Doug Mosurock 



The Grid 



Doppelganger (Some Bizzare) 

The return of The Grid after over a decade 
of other separate projects seems more than 
a little quixotic. Having ridden the wave of 
the UK's initial homegrown techno scene, 
trying for a return in a radically changed 
environment feels like an impossible task. 
But if anything, the combination of Dave 
Ball's straight-up dance impulses and 
Richard Norris' ear for refracted psychedelia 
still makes for good listening, and if nothing 



is surprising in the end about Doppelganger, 
there's still a certain comfort to be had in 
what they do. Ultimately, their sweetest 
moments might be their best - the one-two 
flow of 'Closer' and the heavenly dreaminess 
of 'Fools Rush In' being particular standouts. 
Ned Raggett 



The Gutter Twins 



Saturnalia (Sub Pop) 

It started with a party at the mansion, told in 
analepsis like a low-rent Sunset Boulevard, 
and one of them was the devil. The duet that 
closed TheTwilight Singers' 2003 album 
Blackberry Belle, had the raggedy growl 
of Mark Lanegan unexpectedly rising like 
a thing from the ocean (or swimming pool) 
floor, while Greg Dulli haunted the shadows, 
a sexy ghost, a spectral peeping torn. 

Five years later and Dulli and Lanegan's 
album of duets has finally arrived, and it's 
about as good as you'd expect, but thankfully 
not perfect enough to preclude further 
pairings. Lanegan's voice is unconquerable - 
something that can simultaneously chill 
and comfort you like nothing else. Dulli, 
meanwhile, is a razor-sharp songwriter and 
the most underappreciated soul singer of 
his generation. All we need next is a Gutter 
Twins Play. . .album of covers. Danzig's 
'Mother', The Ronettes' 'Be My Baby', a little 
Big Star, a lot of Clipse. 
David McNamee 






Holton's Opulent Ogg 



The Problem Of Knowledge 
(Big Potato) 

As always, we have a choice. We have 
a choice of the literal or the ludicrously 
metaphorical. Hey, we're all friends. Let's try 
both. Alt country. The sort of languid after- 
hard-day's-work sex where neither party 
wants to take a position where they're doing 
all the work and neither of you really have 
any idea howyou're going to approach 
orgasm and don't really care. Mojave 3 and 
Seafood personnel as 'players'. The sort of 
town which you slide into like an old sofa, 
and all of a sudden you're 48 with three 
children and actually you're fine with that. 
Done for £1 00, apparently. Opening a 
door into your bedroom and finding that 
somehow a park has grown in there, and 
there's a bench covered with softly scuffed 
leather with an old mate you haven't seen 
for yonks sitting and waiting. Metaphors 
win ! As does this pretty, intimate gem. 
Kieron Gillen 



Ladyhawk 



Shots (Jagjaguwar) 

Men. This record reeks of men, all hairy and 
sweating, filthy and fucked up. There's a 
scene in Sidney Lumet's hugely overlooked 
Before The Devil Knows You're Dead\n 
which Philip Seymour Hoffman has an 
explosive meltdown in a car, turns into 
a reddening, shrieking blob of unarticulated 
pain. He's a man who should listen to 
Ladyhawk.They recorded Shots in a derelict 
farmhouse behind a shopping mall, a process 
of two weeks which seems to have spewed 
out a sloppy catharsis, their very own 
Tonight's The Night laying bare some bad 
women problems. They know there's no 
such thing as endless love but they'll still 
let themselves be used as ashtrays. Ragged 
guitar lines skeeter and prowl, occasionally 
letting rip as the Ladyhawks rev up and howl 
for the moon like lonesome dogs. If you fancy 



E Portishead 
Third (Island) 
Portishead's curatorship of last year's ATP Nightmare Before 
Christmas was a cunning feat of rebranding, a sly way of 
jettisoning that trip-hop baggage and resketching the 
band's topography in new, contemporary shades: goodbye 
Morcheeba and Kosheen, hello Silver Apples and Sunn 0))). Actually, the 
presence of such reference points are only implied on Third- Portishead, 
of course, were always best at sounding like no one other than themselves 
(a fact that saw 1 997 's Portishead dismissed as retread when it was actually 
intensification). Gone is the poltergeist-on-the-decks scratching, drifting jazz 
loops replaced by grooves played live, but sampled and edited so they clank 
and loom like shades: 'Silence' imagines Krautrock gone claustrophobic, 
while 'Magic Doors' slows a hip-hop break to funeral pace, pianos 
serenading its passage. 'Deep Water' harks back to the chill folksiness of 
Beth Gibbons' project with Rustin Man, a uke ballad that could almost fit 
The Harry Smith Anthology, while The Rip' starts with Beth Gibbons doing 
her best Leonard Cohen, but round about its mid-point, unexpectedly lifts 
skywards on a hum of keys and pulsing drums. Actually, after several listens, 
you realise the Portishead of TTwc/ do remind you specifically of one band in 
particular: late-period Radiohead. It's there in that sense of meticulous studio 
creativity, of internal emotional struggles too complex to fully articulate 
but rendered boldly, Sphinx-like in its cryptic power and latent energy. 
Louis Pattison 



; studio 



getting the beers in for a solitary and messy 
night at home, this is the soundtrack for you. 
Euan Andrews 



Jamie Lidell 



Jim (Warp) 

From the man in the velvet bathrobe comes 
some equally svelte modern soul. Udell's 
records never seem to convey the theatre of 
oddities that is his live performance, where 
he bodypops and beatboxes behind a control 
desk that would look more at home in a 
Boeing 747, looping, layering and switching 
screams as his little helper- dressed as 



a ghoul - nips around positioning handicams 
to capture all of our crooner's facial 
distortions and project them onto an eight 
foot screen. Here, Lidell belts out his cocoa 
bean vocals over hawt grand pianos 
and smooth jazz geetars with even less 
indication of his eccentricity than was 
present on Multiply,]usl elaborate chintz, 
and the feeling of padding barefoot across 
plush furs. Still, the sumptuous brass and 
compliment the voice of this warped rat-pack 
frat-boy perfectly. Sexy and warm at the 
same time (a difficult combination). 
Lauren Strain 
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i/anous 

The Garden Of Forking Paths (Important) 
Various 

Wayfaring Strangers: Guitar Soli (Numero Group) 

Named after a Jorge Luis Borges story in which a writer 
constructs a labyrinth of words exploring all possible 
outcomes, five-track compilation The Garden Of Forking 
Paths sets its stringed instruments free to wander wherever 
the fancy takes them. Album curator and sole guitarist 
James Blackshaw is in typically questing mode, looping 
his dulcimer-esque shower of notes into intriguing corners 
whilst slowly building up the larger picture. Japanese koto 
player Chieko Mori's two tracks reveal intertwining melodies that clash and 
resonate with a wooden-sounding chunkiness, while Jozef van Wissem gets 
metafictive with his lute, using cut-ups, reversals and palindromes for a piece 
full of narrative twists. Espers cellist Helena Espvall must have taken a wrong 
turn and ended up in the midden: her piece punctures the mood of cheerful 
contemplation with a gloriously lurid nightmare of lurching groans and 
shrieking harmonics. 

Collecting tracks by a range of semi-obscure acoustic guitarists from 
between 1 968 and 1 981 , Wayfaring Strangers is more conventional 
pick'n'strum fare. But there are still many moments - such as the disturbingly 
frantic scurrying of Daniel Hecht's 'Baba Dream Songs', or the sliding, 
crashing chords of Jim Ohlschmidt's 'Delta Freeze' -when the music leaps 
free of wistful arpeggios and descending bass runs and makes a bid for an 
alternate reality. 
Abi Bliss 



Oracular Spectacular (Columbia) 

A cheeky, almost nautical keyboard line 
closes the chorus on first song 'TimeTo 
Pretend'. Exactly the sort of inspired fluke 
that turns out to be a defining pop hook 
when a young band gets lucky, like a wiser 
'Steal My Sunshine'. Lyrics are nostalgic 
but always about what's conning next. 
Songs stretch out in a sun-kissed way, like 
wandering around a warm house when 
you're deliciously tired. 'The Youth' betrays 
the influence of engineer Dave Fridmann. 
Andrew VanWyngarden's keening voice 
holds your hand through emotionally choppy 
waters. 'Electric Feel' is sleazy, slowed-down 
Daft Punk. A rubbish come-on, bad flirting, 
but it's OK to laugh it off the next day. It's 
not sure-footed, it's slightly naive, but you're 
left feeling everything's going to be OK. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Coda (Half Machine) 

Confession: I am a total Germanic-maniac. 
I don't drink lattes, I sup milchkaffees. I don't 
do London, ich Hebe Berlin. So, naturally, 
I snoozed to brooding Cologne electro- 
minstrels MIT on my headphones in some 
Kreuzberg hotel and drifted into bliss. 

MIT are one of those acts who think they 
have to pretend to be a band just because 
once they learned to play some instruments. 
They needn't worry - no one has to feign 
band-ness anymore. Instead of letting the 
frontman sing, I wish they'd no lyrics at all: 
the finest tracks on Coda are the post-Jeans 
Team almost-instrumentals ('Coda', 'Park' 
and 'Deispiel'), showcasing oi-techno 
which pulses with zippy beats that echo the 
electroclash masters - a bit of T Rauschmiere 
here, Kittin there andTiga all over. 
Anna-Marie Fitzgerald 



Misophone 



Where Has ItAII Gone, AIIThe 
Beautiful Music Of Our Grandparents? 
It Died With Them, That's Where It 
Went... (Kning Disk) 

The 10th album from West London's 
Misophone, Where Has ItAII Gone. . . is 



lucid and succinct. Lead singer MattWelsh's 
journey from the psychological trudge 
of urban life to the humanising function 
of nature, in particular the sea, conjures 
forgotten memories you'd somehow 
misplaced. Classically trained composer and 
player of upwards of 20 instruments, Stav 
specialises in a unique mixture of traditional 
Eastern European dance music, merry go 
round pipe organs and black comedies of 
woodwind , with suggestions of A Hawk 
And A Hacksaw, Penguin Cafe Orchestra 
and Neutral Milk Hotel. 
Ben Webster 



Bob Mould 



District Line (Beggars) 

Since this album came out people have 
been giving Bob Mould some shitfor using 
cheesy digital FX on his voice, but that seems 
particularly churlish and rockist- it's not 
as if this record isn't full of guitars, or that 
Mould's abandoned 'real' drums, here 
courtesy of Fugazi's Brendan Canty, in favour 
of synthetic disco beats (apart from on 
bubbly electronic number 'Shelter Me'). In 
fact, Mould has merely joined the fraternity 
of older rockers getting incongruous with 
vocoder and synths, from Trans-era Neil 
Young to the Beach Boys' Love You, and 
every time he breaks out that Cher-style pitch 
correction thing I want to shake his hand and 
do a little dance cos it's funny. 

District Line's defects are structural 
rather than sonic.The Sugar rushes of the 
first two songs, their powerpop momentum 
tempered by Mould's distinctive, angular 
way with a verse - he often starts a line 
on an unfamiliar note, or in a slightly 'off 
place - are sparkly, warm and punchy; 
ungainly but pretty, like a large dog covered 
in glitterpaint. But the weaker songs-the 
overlong 'Again And Again', with bad break- 
up lyrics and a pedestrian plod; the stodgy 
'Very Temporary' -see Mould's instinct for 
balancing pop hooks with introspective 
songwriting tilt too far in favour of the 
introspection; muddy solipsism both musical 
and lyrical, which no amount of vocoder 
Stardust can quite save. 
Frances Morgan 



Neptune 



Gong Lake (Radium) 

FuckTina Turner. Fuck her soft-rock bile 
having ever contaminated Mad Max. 
If I were a degenerative, murderous, 
psychopathic outlaw menacing the freeways 
of Australia then the post apocalyptic 
junkyard math of Boston three-piece 
Neptune is what would be on my stereo. In 
the spirit of Einsturzende Neubauten, guitars 
and drums are made out of circular saw 
blades, gas tanks, oil drums, bike parts, 
VCR casings and miscellaneous scrap metal 
found in the trash. This, their sixth full-length 
album, and first on Radium, conjures images 
of the Daleks making Afrobeat with Pere Ubu 
after a Ronseal enema. An atonal celebration 
of the souls of machines. 
Ben Webster 



Pelican 



After The Ceiling Cracked (Hydrahead) 

This prettily packaged document features 
a three-inch CD and a DVD of the Chicago 
post-metallers' 2005 end-of-tour show at 
the Scala, London. One quibble would have 
to be that this camera affair is subject to 
some overly kinetic editing here and there, 
and frantic cutting between personnel 
ultimately prohibits any real engagement 
with any of them. Justin Broadrick's live mix 
is faultless, though, and elsewhere on the 
menu there's a beautiful, fittingly schizoid, 
grainy travelogue-meets- animation video 
for 'Autumn Into Summer' and a frequently 
excellent miscellany of live footage, one 
highlight being a major key reworking of 
their formative anthem 'Mammoth'. 
James Papademetrie 



And Still, Wanting (No Fun) 

New Yorker Dominick Femow's recent spree 
of releases as noise barbarian Prurient have 
seen him toying with the parameters of 
the project, sometimes twitching aside the 
veil of distortion and feedback to give you 
a glimpse of the raw emotion at its core. 
And Still, Wanting builds on the innovations 
of 2006's Pleasure Ground, which saw 
rumbling power electronics augmented by 
sombre synths - inspired, perhaps, by the 
depressive, suicidal tug of Fernow's other 
great passion, black metal. 

The first half is sustained and heavy, 
horn-like keyboards rising in cold fanfares 
from behind a waterfall of distortion. The 
second half toys with space and tension. 
'Total Terrorism' is a damaged spoken 
confession set to a snarl of drone, but the 
most evolved track is 'Strict Ideas', where 
choking dust clears to reveal a backdrop of 
serene, dovetailing synths and Fernow's 
voice, soaked in echo and cracked with 
distortion. And Still, Wantingalso comes 
with a five-inch record designed to be played 
as a prologue and epilogue - a novelty for 
the fanboys, but also a clue to the fetishistic 
enthusiasm Fernow puts into every release. 
Louis Pattison 



Rasputina 



Oh Perilous World (Filthy Bonnet) 

One of my Internet procrastination forums 
currently has a snark-thread called "The 
ShittestSteampunk Object yet?" for mocking 
the boing-boingers of the world's belief that 
if you put a cog inside a teapot and balance 
it on a top hat, it's somehow interesting. I'm 
tempted to lob Rasputina's sixth album up 



there, but - well - it's not shit and 
I understand that the mockery their 
fantastical Victoriana Chamber muse could 
provoke is actually a good thing. Rasputina 
continue to explore their own equation of 
cello + another cello drums + alt.history + 
whatever stuff is inside the attic of Melora 
Creager's head = Rasputina. It manages 
to tie together Bin Laden to Mary Shelley 
into something which shows the world's 
a strange place. And, if not, Rasputina 
certainly is, and that's fine. 
Kieron Gillen 



Jack Rose 



Dr Ragtime And Pals/Self Titled 
(Beautiful Happiness) 

Jack Rose never actually does anything new, 
but what he does is so timelessly perfect 
that it really doesn't matter. His latest finds 
him getting together with some buddies - 
including fellow John Fahey acolyte Glenn 
Jones and ex-Pelt cohort Mike Gangloff — 
to whip up some weed-kickin', back-porch 
Americana with old-time, finger-picked 
geetar, banjo, harmonica and washboard. 
Of course, Fahey's mumblin' ghost looms 
large over every second of this but there's an 
unabashed joy in Rose's playing that excises 
the morbid melancholy that was such a 
central part of Fahey's vision of the American 
Primitive. Basically, Rose sounds like he'd be 
good fun at the hoedown.The second disc is 
a reissue of his eponymous 2006 recording - 
a tentative scrapbook of ideas but essential 
listening forthe mind-blowing 12-minute 
lap-steel raga, 'Spirits InThe House.' 
Daniel Spicer 

in the studio: jack rose 

"Cuts 'Blessed BeThe Name OfThe Lord', 
'Knoxville Blues', 'Buckdancer's Choice' and 
'Revolt' were recorded over a weekend in 
the spring of 2007 in southwestern Virgina, 
while I was on tour in the southern US. 
On the first day, Mike, Nathan and myself 
rehearsed the tunes on Mike's back porch 
overlooking some mountains. We drank 
whiskey all day and into the night, and Mike's 
wife, Amy, cooked us delicous vegetarian 
food for dinner. We listened to lots of old- 
time music and I'm sure we listened to Link 
Wray as well. The next day the kids woke me 
up and I was very hungover. I watched TV all 
day, drank coffee, and that night we recorded 
in the living room. I started to feel sick about 
midway through the sessions." 



James Ruskin 



The Dash (Tresor) 

"Dedicated to Richard Poison 1969-2006; 
may your journey through the stars be 
peaceful," is this album's touching message, 
honouring the late co-founder- with James 
Ruskin -of the Blueprint label. It's fairly 
undisputable that the British techno scene 
would be poorer but for the input of either 
of these men; yet it's curious how little 
development there's been, in terms of 
commerce or innovation, since 2001 -the 
year of Ruskin's last studio album, Into 
Submission. The Dash is no rutted retread 
of tired clatterbeat moves, though. Its creator 
can still count spiritual allies among the likes 
of UK producers Surgeon and Oliver Ho, plus 
a chunk of the Tresor back catalogue, but on 
tracks like 'Scene' and electro braindriller 
'Lahaine', the Londoner shifts around lithely 
in purposefully narrow spaces. 
Noel Gardner 
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sure as hell retaliate 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Dimitri Simakis 

The Dirtbombs 

We Have You Surrounded (In The Red) 

For2002's Ultraglide In Black -the Dirtbombs' 
album that so impressed, a live shot of singer Mick 
Collins ended up on the front of Careless Talk Costs 
Lives #11 -my wife made a cruel comparison to 
Lenny Kravitz, wanted to know if I was a late-come 
convert. This is what Kravitz sounds like, I asked? 
Beam me up. I have no false pride when it comes 
to great music. Sadly, it was crazy talk. There was 
nothing in common, save for a shared love for a 
certain era of music. It's easy enough to be a fan, to 
sell tons of records too: it ain't so easy to revitalise 
a music so combed-over you imagine even Gordon 
Brown has a rudimentary knowledge. Yet here 
was Collins doing it, effortlessly. 

It was my first encounter with the mercurial, 
ever-lovin' singer since his glory Gories days (the 
bass-less Detroit trio that inspired The White 
Stripes to imitate Led Zeppelin). I was blown away 
by. . .what? The look, sound, energy, the dual 
drummers, the no frills approach to a music that 



still can send my legs into involuntarily palpitations. 
I fucking love Dirtbombs, me - but not everything. 
That would be crazy talk. I'm not so fond of 1 998's 
Horndog Fest, for one - and for two, I don't hold 
with such talk. That would be like a steaming hot 
blueberry pie without a single bad blueberry. 

We Have You Surrounded is the first full-length 
from this ultra-focused Detroit outfit in five years. 
In places it reminds me of (early) Urge Overkill (the 
wistful album closer, 'La Fin du Monde'), Dead 
Moon (there's a suitably militaristic cover of the cult 

You can taste the 
desolation and squalor 

Portland trio's 1 992 classic 'Fire In The Western 
World'), forgotten proto-feminist punks Poison 
Girls (the album's absolute stand-out, the 
awesomely fatalistic title track), writer Arthur 
C Clarke's futuristic visions of urban paranoia, 
Alan Moore's apocalyptic graphic novel classic 
Watchmen (Moore contributes lyrics to the 
nightmarish Mad Max-\an 'Leopardman At 
C&A'), The Breeders (for the sheeryb/e c/e vivre 
of 'Indivisible'). . . but mostly, it recalls Mick Collins 
and his burning desire to communicate to the 



world via turbo-charged punk rock. I can only 
imagine my wife's initial Kravitz jibe came about 
because Collins has the sort of soulful, possessed 
voice that charlatans aspire to. But that's like 
confusing Amy Winehouse with the folk who 
write about her. As I say, crazy talk. 

Collins understands, like few ever understand, 
the importance of sorting out your sound before 
you start: none of his records sound like his 
previous records, yet all are recognisably Collins. 
You can taste the desolation and squalor of his 
surroundings, feel the pulse of the streets in every 
clash of the cymbal and roll on the drums. Not for 
him the casual frippery or aimless tributes to the 
Zeitgeist. Music is way too important for that. In 
this he reminds me of Dylan Carlson or Holly 
Golightly - the same requirement to control the 
sound, disregard for convention. Some might 
mistake Mick's laidback attitude for slapdash, but 
it's just an instinctive understanding of what makes 
rock'n'roll great: spontaneity -or, as Billy Childish 
puts it, "The sound, the performance, the song". 

On this album, Collins and cohorts have once 
again sorted out all three. It's chilling to realise how 
effortless they make it all seem. To think otherwise 
would be crazy indeed. 



Irmin Schmidt and Kumo 



Axolotl Eyes (Mute) 

Axolotl Eyes\s clever and even slightly suave, 
with some fantastically assured playing from 
Schmidt, who always was the dark horse in 
Can. He and Kumo shunt the borders of what 
the album actually does so often that even 
when it seems like it's going to settle down 
into a comfortably jazzy pipe and slippers 
mode, it opts for avant-soundscaping that 
becomes hallucinatory to the point you don't 
notice it's grabbed your attention until some 
short sharp blasts make it apparent you're 
right on the inside. 

Ian Dixon's trumpet makes sure of that, 
as do the polished grooves which unwind 
languorously into Coil-ish mania as Kumo 



edits in the weirdness . It's like being served 
cocktail in an uptown piano bar, only to 
realise it's spiked, and no one minds at all. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Singer 



Unhistories (Drag City) 

Full of spine shakers and nerve janglers that 
stroll up to the gates of paresthesia before 
parking their stagecoach amid an ocean of 
migrating clutter-bugs, Singer's Unhistories 
is well named. Members of US Maple, 
Lichens, Bird Show and Town And Country 
un-write rockist complacency by employing 
proto-Beefheart swagger and Derek Bailey 
doodles to ferment a unique, but distinctly 
accessible, discordance. Held together (just) 



by the harmonising voices of all four 
members -Todd Rittmann, Robert Lowe, 
Alan and Ben Vida -this album betrays its 
constituent parts while pushing someplace 
else. While on 'Divining' they momentarily 
mimic the Velvets at their most decadent, 
and elsewhere they approximate the mutant 
strain of Americana pushed by the likes of 
Califone, Singer seem continually on the 
prowl, spreading a new kind of gospel that 
deserves to be heard. 
Spencer Grady 



Tall Firs 



Too Old To Die Young (Ecstatic Peace) 

Starts with a slow build-up and lyrics of 
teenage mess-up sung from a bearded guitar 



player's retrospection. His voice, grouchy and 
acerbic, reminds me of a lineage of American 
deliverers from Low to Silver Jews' David 
Berman. Ends with a calm duet, as he and his 
fellow guitarist are joined by a lady named 
Holly Miranda who sings like Chan Marshall 
on 'Willie Deadwilder'. Yes, all comparisons 
are to greats; it grows and grows, slow roots 
beneath Northwest American forests. And all 
that's in-between - loveless troubles, picked- 
out constellations, reflective guitar parts for 
shoe-gazing orfield-grazing — would be at 
home on littoral stretches of road, winding 
up into dusky glades ; soundtracking Will 
Oldham's Old Joy, or on Thurston Moore's 
playlist. Reasons for a recommendation. 
Hannah Gregory 
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show stopper 

Words: Jesse DarlirT 
Illustration: Kristin Oftedal 

Barry Adamson 

Back To The Cat (Central Control International) 

Barry Adamson has done some crazy shit. 
Consistently avant-garde, he provided the funky- 
ass bass in Magazine and The Bad Seeds, and then 
went on to release a bunch of weird, dark, dirty 
and eminently listenable records full of dirty 
euphemisms and punked-out, pissed-off licks like 
the most genteel of kicks in the face, collaborating 
with other pop avant-gardists like Jarvis Cocker 
and Billy Mackenzie. Back To The Cat, according to 
the blurb, is Barry's "boldest, most brilliant album". 
It's bold, all right. It's boo-wah-booble-de-doo. 
It's the Twin Peaks soundtrack on E, and that 
fits - let's not forget Adamson also composed 
the soundtrack for Lynch 's Lost Highway. 

Some of the lyrics are genuinely powerful - 
poetic, politicised, rhythmic rants as wordy as rap, 
but delivered with that smooth chanteur's schlock 
and a great big schwing. And that, ladeez and 
gentiles, is a shame, because when you've got 
something to say you don't want to drown it in 



fondue. Or maybe you do. But me, I say no to jazz 
fondue and post-ironic cheese. Instrumental^ 
speaking, this is a slinky, filmic record of 
atmospheric background music. It's music 
to accompany retro cocktail parties and witty 
repartee, rather than a hard fuck against the 
outside wall. 'Civilisation' errs on the rightside 
of epic, pulled out of the woo-booble by a bangin' 
beat and a relentlessly cheerful melody, veering 
into vaudevillian gospel at times. But serious lyrics 
demand serious attention, and some of these lyrics 
are pretty damn serious - and although he's 

Oh, no! It's Jazz 
Tourette'sX 

playing straight, this is a pretty damn silly record - 
but not in a bad way. By silly, I'm talkin' camp, big- 
band drums and obnoxious piano twinklies and 
tinklies here and there. Oh, no! \t's Jazz Tourette'sl 

See now, jazz -even genre-hoppin', post- 
contemporary jazz -has just gotta hold the fuck 
back sometimes, and although it pains me to say 
it because I love Barry Adamson and acknowledge 
his genre-hoppin', post-contemporary mastery, 
this is one of those times. Anticipation and release 



were what made jazz great: in the postmodern 
swill, though, where everything's possible, you get 
this phenomenon in which every sax solo simply 
has to be wildly epic and just a couple of beats too 
long, and then you get those superfluous little 
piano things all over the place like stray jazz hands 
going wandering where they shouldn't - skirts, 
pants legs, stray jazz fingers creeping up nostrils 
and into yer earholes, blocking those phat bass 
licks and those by-turns-excellent lyrics that you're 
straining to hear through the waw-waw boo-yah- 
yah and the plinky-plonk. 

Don't get me wrong, if you're diggin' on 
your show-tunes, then this is quite possibly the 
behemoth you've been waiting for. Let's say you're 
loving the highly-produced instrumentalism of 
Rufus Wainwright but you're starting to find him 
a bit mopey. Let's say your Eighties nostalgia has 
taken the form of longing for pre-ironic times, 
and I'm talking hardcore pre-ironic, like, you know, 
Matt Bianco or something. Now, I like Matt Bianco, 
and I'm not sorry. But at least Matt Bianco was 
unashamedly specious, whereas Barry Adamson 
has a better, darker, punkier cross to bear. I long for 
it. I long for the steel caps and the kick in the face. 
Bring it back, Baz. I still love you. 



The Wave Pictures 



Instant Coffee Baby (Moshi Moshi) 

The Wave Pictures keep you grounded. Their 
subject matters are modest, their style is 
classic, their sound is clean. They roll into 
'Leave The Scene Behind' like Peter Green- 
era Fleetwood Mac, and tumble out of 'Kiss 
Me' in a James Dean Bradfield solo circa Holy 
Bible. Four songs down and we're flushed, 
riding on buoyant brass ('I Love You Like 
A Madman') and choruses learned from 
Herman Dune ('We Come Alive'). David 
Tattersall's lyrics are pure: "(I die for music/ 
I die for beauty") and they're dumb ( "And 
you went and got cystitis, DIDN'T YOU! "). 
Franic Rozycki plays bass with melody and 
poise. But it's the solos that'll get ya. 



In Plan £#30, Meryl Trussler said, 
"Warm and unforced and earnest". This 
time, I say: unwanky, organic, and freshly 
delivered. We're both right. 
Tom Howard 



Alopecia (Tomlab) 

It's a minor miracle that there aren't more 
bands like Why? Skinny guys, possibly with 
backpacks, grow up loving hip-hop and aim 
to replicate it, but miss the point. Jonathan 
'Yoni' Wolf's syrupy voice seals their post- 
hop music like wrapping paper, sending 
you mixed messages. 'These Few Presidents' 
is titled like an awkward protest song but 
seems to be about how being broke prevents 



you from forgiving a loved one. 'The Hollows' 
starts up in fashionable Canadian indie band 
territory, but the chorus disintegrates into 
what sounds like a dub of aTVOnThe Radio 
member's shopping list. There's an almost 
country guitar lick in 'Fatalist Palmistry'. 
It's bloody lovely. Sugared music disguises 
unignorably disturbed, half-rapped vocals 
throughout. By the end of 1 4 songs they 
sound knackered. You may share the feeling. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Good Nature (Drov 

There's nothing quite like an instrumental 
that lifts off and takes your head and heart 
along with it, pushing you away gently when 



it's all over. Making music without words is 
brave, letting the clicks and starts speak for 
themselves. Unfortunately, Youth Movies 
aren'tthat daring, and 'Good Nature' is 
awash with earnest, over-complicated lyrics 

- "I tried to survive these garrisons/Of 
sweethearts with cataplexies"- which 
detract from the soundscape undulating 
behind them. They do have interesting ideas 

- parping Tijuana Jazz trumpets, the four 
minute intra of 'Magdalen Bridge'-but the 
uber-sincere vocals are reminiscent of the 
turgid stuff that soundtracks teens dumping 
each other on American TV shows, and 
underneath the shiny production, this is just 
emo with a few 'odd' instruments thrown in. 
Natalie Boxall 
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"...an ambitious 

state-of-the-world address 

that delivers on an emotiona 



ana visceral level. 
MOJO Magazine, -*- - 

"Confident but not copyist, 

in the future few records will 

sound this dominant" 



output and hits a consistent 



ON TOUR IN MAY: 

1: ATP vs Pitchfork Festival, 



12: Moho Live, Mar 
13: Button Factory, 
14: Stereo, Glasgow 



17: The Great Escape Festiva 

Brighton 
18: Scala, London 



CD and 2xLP out now from Jag jaguwar 

ITunes exclusive single "Stormy High" with 2 additional tracks available 20 May 



99 West 2nd Street Bloomington, IN 47403 USA | www.jagjaguwar.com | Distributed in the UK by PIAS UK and in the US by SC Distribution/ADA 



Jens Lekman 

UK tour dates in May 

11: ATP vs Pitchfork, Camber Sands 

12: Rescue Rooms, Nottingham 

13: The Cluny, Newcastle 14: Woodhouse Club, Leei 

15: OranMor, Glasgow 17: ATP, Minehead 

19: Academy 3, Manchester 20: Scala, London 

21: Glee Club, Birmingham 

NIGHTFALLS OVER MTEDALA CD/LP OUT NOW 




RICHARD SWIFT AS ONASIS 
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brief notes 





nThe Accidental 
There Were Wolves 
(Full Time Hobby) 
Kind of an anti- 
supergroup, this 
quiescent alliance of 
neo-folksters-Tunng,The Memory Band and 
The BicycleThieves all dispatch delegates - 
have forgone bold gestures, crafting a slight 
but dreamy record that sighs with nocturnal 
hush and murmured prettiness. (AL) 

Antarctica Takes 
It! 

The Penguin League 
(How Does It Feel 
To Be Loved) 

I said Belle And 
Sebastian, and you're going into a shy, 
looking-at-feet and skipping place. Not right. 
Antarctica Takes It! are only skipping on your 
bloody face. Following horns and delicate 
bedroom symphonic rush we get an opening 
gambit of, "I'm not a lover/I'm a fighter- 
andl'll burn your house down/1 will eat your 
children alive " like the most natural thing in 
the world. (KG) 

Beequeen 

Sandancing 
(Important) 

A perfectly-jewelled 
record, sounding as 
though it has been 
made from the array of stolen glittery 
things found in a magpie's nest.Twinkling 
dewy-morning electronics embellish 
and embroider pop songs sewn from the 
most delicate of fabrics, a mood of gently 
troubled serenity covering the listener for 
35 minutes. (EA) 

The Black Ghosts 

The Black Ghosts 
Mixta pe 
(Southern Fried) 

Being a fine and 
boisterous vessel for the 
eponymous project helmed byTheo (Touche) 
Keating and vocalist Simon Lord (late of the 
sporadically brilliant Simian), their decadent 
industrial electro disco stands out among 
kindred spirits like Fake Blood and their own 
irreverent rejigs for hipster staples like The 
Gossip, Bonde De Role, The Whip etal. (JP) 

Bochum Welt 

ROB (Robotic 
Operating Buddy) 
(Rephlex) 

The Zeitgeist has moved 
on somewhat, but 
Aphex Twin's Rephlex continues to challenge 
IDM/rave-starting dividing lines with 
patented braindance.This double set from 
Italy's Gianluigi Di Costanzo - half new, half 
retrospective - boffs toward the cerebral 
side, with emphasis on the squelchy. (AA) 

Brent Cash 

, HowWilllKnowlf 
fjU I'm Awake (Marina) 

» Eighteen collaborators 

J are thanked in the inlay 

^^^^^^■^ of Cash's debut, but you 
can't tell. That's fine though, because it's as 
slick as the man's hair appears to be.This is 
what Jim Noir used to sound like, but less 
wonky and with a French horn and piccolo 
trumpet to boost the party atmosphere. (TH) 







The Cave Singers 

Invitation Songs 
(Matador) 

Born from the ashes of 
several bands (Hint Hint, 
Cobra Highjhe Murder 
City Devils),The Cave Singers are a universe 
and a century away from their components. 
At their most modern in 'Cold Eyes', they 
out-skiffle Exile. . . era Stones, though the 
album swirls peacefully in distant guitar 
plucks and vocal hollers. (JF) 
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Jay Denham 

TheTruth(DiskoB) 

Detroit techno pioneer 
Jay Denham never quite 
saw the recognition 
enjoyed by some of 
his better known peers, but that hasn't 
dampened his will to persist. And why not? 
This is weathered dance music, organically 
carved. Dance geologists will enjoy. (DS) 

ElleMilano 

Acres Of Dead 
Space Cadets 
(Brighton Electric) 

Archly-delivered, 
often acerbic set of 
dynamically-driven tracks that cut swathes 
through Britpop, Eighties orchestral 
atmospheres, cut-up collage, glam rock and 
downhome, raucous rock n roll punkistry. 
Self-aware, intelligent, ratty-eyed and crafted 
to provide maximum impact . (JS) 

Exillon 

It's OK To Dance 
(Ad Noiseam) 

With acid's latest 
cycle straddled by 
interminable house 
producers misappropriating the whole deal, 
Exillon's fervour for its IDM side is liberating. 
Baltimore's shown love; Daft Punk get 
played, Missy style; and 'Darkassid' is 
Underworld as roughhoused by 'Anvil Vapre'- 
eraAutechre.(AA) 

Galactic 

From The Corner To 
The Block (Anti-) 

Future funk from The Big 
Easy proves the fonk is 
alive and well if you look 
hard enough. Bay Area's finest Lateef, Lyrics 
Born and The Gift of Gab feature; sometimes 
too polite, but at others, it's Africa 70 getting 
busy with The Herbaliser. (JD) 
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L*l» The Glimmers 

(UmAJEF The Glimmers Are 
jjg 8 -^ GeeGeeFazzi 

(glimmertwins.com) 

Following a bunch of 
unswervingly great 
Glimmer comps, this debut as artists is 
rammed to the rafters with de rigeur shiny 
retro acid/ltalo stuff. There's a superior 
molesting of 'Let's Get Physical' and an 
inferior cover of the early Nineties pill-head 
trash gem 'Esta Si'. (JP) 



Guilty Simpson 

Ode To The Ghetto 
(Stones Throw) 

Gangsta? Gangster? 
Motor City emcee Byron 
'Guilty' Simpson is 



""""<- ^"**^ 



somewhere between: lyrically, at least, he 
kicks anybody crossing his street path into 
next Thursday. Dedicating this set to the 
ghetto with a conceptual hand wave gives 
Simpson leeway to largely chat stock hustler- 
isms. Fortunately, he does so with style. (AA) 

Leander 
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Pass Fail 





(Kennington) 

Gltichyindietronica 
from the Berlin-based 
brothers Kranholdt 
which has an easy, pastoral vibe about it- 
which is hardly surprising, given it was 
recorded in a farmyard barn. A laidback, 
delightfully driven drift through the emotions 
presented with no little skill, and one eye 
always on the sunrise. (JS) 

Lights 

Lights 
(Twisted Nerve) 

Theeerinessofthe 
sopranic, soporific, 
swishing, Kate Bush-ish 
harmonies of Lights' twin lead vocalists is 
irresistible in the same way that sailors are 
drawn to their ecstatic doom onto the rocks 
by the sirens. This is the dissolute tonic that 
stretches at the corners of consciousness 
halfway between dream and destiny. (JS) 

The Lionheart 
Brothers 

Dizzy Kiss 
(Racing Junior) 

Expect effusive Beach 
Boys harmonies, 
burbling, phased-out Stereolab organs, 
swathes of Spiritualized wah guitars, 
pummeling drums a la Secret Machines, all 
wrapped up in the fading Twenties glamour 
of Mercury Rev by Norwegian pixie-boys 
dressed like paisley pirates. If this is the 
legacy of My Bloody Valentine fetishists 
Serena Maneesh, bring it on. (FF) 

Jim Noir 

Jim Noir (My Dad) 

Unlikely to ever recover 
from those World Cup 
ads, JimNoins darker 
than Noir's sunny, Beta 
Band-influenced debut. He's more his own 
man for it: an impressive progression from 
an unexpected source resulting in some eerie 
classics. (TH) 

Pattern Is 
Movement 

All Together 
(Hometapes) 

Relatively rural (born 
near Philadelphia; 
album recorded North Carolina) duo 
craft compact, baroque indie, like how 
I always imagined Of Montreal sounded. 
Glockenspiels, piano, violin, harmonies, and 
daft utterances spill out of songs with the 
attention-span of sugar-stuffed children. 
Saturday night music for the coffee-addicted 
and terminally whimsical. (DB) 



Rameses III 

Basilica (Important) 

Serious continental drift. 
A two disc set from this 
three-piece, one disc 
being live recordings, 




another featuring remixes of said recordings 
from the likes of Gregg Kowalsky and Astral 
Social Club's Neil Campbell. Whilethe live 
section occasionally veers into a post-rock 
soundtrack for planet Earth, the remixes go 
beautifully into the white. (EA) 

f Tickley Feather 

Tickley Feather 
(Paw Tracks) 

Annie Sachs makes 
music- more eerie than 
lullaby- as a response 
to long nights as a single mother. Titles are 
storybook magical, sounds, music-and- 
movement-class kitsch - kooky and 
crocodile clunky. As though recorded on the 
hum-buzz of cassettes strewn beneath the 
cradle, burnt candle smoke in the air. (HG) 
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Various 

Blood Muscle 

And Air 

(Sonic Arts Network) 

The latest collection/ 
installation from the 
Sonic Arts Network, as can be guessed from 
the title, focuses on pieces created by a 
variety of singers and performers using the 
human voice, ranging from massed chorales 
to isolated tracks, from the conversational to 
the alien. (NR) 

Various 

WhatTheFolk 
_ Volume 2 (Butterfly) 

rncnu Separated into four 
chapters and hidden 
within purdy packaging 
decorated with text-book rules for music 
students, this compilation charms from the 
off. Lisa Knapp's 'Three Knights' is delicately 
threatening with native drones, whileThe 
Dilletentes' minor key suspensions and 
wooden flutes are seeped in history. (LS) 

Various 

Release The 
Cheerfulness, China: 
Ground Up 2 
(Noise Order) 

Implications of hearing 
field recordings from China while walking 
the subway corridors of another city, 5,000 
miles west? With bucolic chimes and 
stringed harpish strains, time/space divisions 
blur, bamboo creeps between pavement 
slabs. A collection of exoticised (and 
unidentified) Easten novelty, maybe; this 
comes as a package of tranquil zen. (HG) 

Vincent Vincent 
And The Villians 

Gospel Bombs (EMI) 

Part Mariachi band, 
part The Mystery Jets 
fronted by Nick Cave, 
and harking back to Fifties doo-wop groups 
The Penguins and The Four Freshmen, Gospel 
Bombs bursts with melodies and stories. 
This is wonderful. (JF) 

Brief notes by: Euan Andrews, 
Adam Anonymous, Daniel Barrow, 
John Doran, Jonathan Falcone, 
Fiona Fletcher, Kieron Gillen, Hannah 
Gregory, Tom Howard, Andrzej 
Lukowski, Anna-Marie Fitzgerald, 
James Papademetrie, Ned Raggett, 
Joe Shooman, Lauren Strain, Dr Swan 
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'Suck My Deck lends 1hc cunfDnt 
pin-up b&y ul Berlin md it! -donee. 
Boys Klojrfs, fof hJs Fir^h ever mix 

dbum ElJrring up fas Own summing 
blend of house and techno. 




m NMFNDEJ 

Featuring Melissa Auf Der Maur of 
'Smashing Pumpkins 4 and 'Hole', 'wall of 
sound 1 is the term often used to describe 
Canadians "UncuV, Loud like Jesus And 
Mary Chains, lop notch* 



AMI 

On tour supporting 'James 1 , April "OS. 

Their material displays stadium -ready heft 

while also being playful, smart and 

occasionally beautiful 1 **** Mojo, April X)B. 

Out now. 
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Ex-'Eightee-nlh Day of May', this is iheir debut 
album - 1 3 Iracks ol 'shaegaze folk 1 , as heard 

on BBC fi Music. 
Released 12*hMay. 
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"An effortless almost subconcious way with 
a meiody.* 4/5 Time Out 
"Bringing lo mind 'Jackie O Moiherfucker', 
'Animal Collective' and 'Sfinf, this band is 
capable of great things/ Independent 



The 'Sun Giant E.R 1 is the first release 
from the truly very wonderful baroque 
harmonic pop combo 'Fleet Foxes 1 , We 
love it a lot and we hope you do too,.. 
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Epic electronica double alburn including 

remix CD (Rob Da Bonk, Chris Coco, 

Turing, Beauty Room). 

"Orchestral anthemic beauty... simpy 

sublime... end-of-night perfection... simp 



awesome 



a soaring orchestral beast. 
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Feeling lonely tonight? Turn off 
the- Tv and lower the lights. 
Baltimore duo 'Beach House' have 
returned with their sophomore 
full length album entitled 
Davotorf, 




"InteHigently mode indie rock at itsjfj 

"Every tune on instant classic 
The Brooklyn -based septets rnyinmi 
rock oozes breezy charm and ef 
cool ■ 
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uc indie 

. jffortless 

Music week 
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As Cocoon's God fame r, nobody knows 
techno Ifke Sven Vath, On Svens 'Sound 
of me Eighth Season' mix, ifs all about 
quality, not just about the big hits. 
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This is fjie splendidly unique debut 
alburn from 'Sorgosso Trio'.o three 

Fsiece signed \o Boy Scout Recordings, 
ncludes the singles 'Heels On fire' 
and 5ne J s A Woman , 
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"This is scuay Gallic electro pop 
influenced by The Kniffl\ "Yeah Yeah 

Yeahs 1 . 'Metronorny and Interpol .. 
NME 
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the true report 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: David Bailey 

True stories from the vinyl (and tape) vaults, starring Buddhist nuns, 
jug bands and the godfather of home recording 

Various: Victrola Favorites (Dust-To-Digital) 

Various: The History Of Rhythm And Blues: Part One 1 925-1 942 (Rhythm And Blues Records) 

R Stevie Moore: MeetThe R Stevie Moore! (Cherry Red) 

Various: Theme Time Radio Hour with your host Bob Dylan (Ace) 

Various: Living Is Hard (Honest Jons) 



"The surface noise as the records played was 
engulfing and warm. You could walk into it. The 
noise was a mapoftimeandtheold records held 
secrets: the designs on the sleeves and labels, the 
scars of their age, the stories of forgotten music and 
musicians" -sleeve notes to Victrola Favorites. 

I'm in two minds about CDs at this late stage: 
the long-overdue drop in pricing and ever-increasing 
availability of archive material have combined to 
create a bonanza period for fans of obscure exotica 
and indigenous music from the early 20th Century. 
Just as the format is due to pass into obsolescence, 
superseded by the more consumer-friendly MP3, 
manufacturers have finally got their act together 
and (mostly) quit levelling off the sound, a tiresome 
Nineties trend that ruined so many otherwise 
fine reissues. Set against all that is my natural 
distaste for the format: so ugly, so ill-conceived, 
so wasteful. At least the cassette had a certain 
rackety DIY beauty. 

But there's the rub: dedicated reissue labels such 
as Seattle's Dust-To-Digital and Germany's Trikont 
have long grasped their primary function in the 
days of Soulseek - to act as filters, sorting machines. 
To search and uncover something so strange, so 
other, it's more than a regular fan of music can do 
to stop themselves drooling when they encounter 
it. And the packaging ! It's enough to make one 
start believing that CDs are a viable art form. . . 



The incredible two-CD set Victrola Favourites 

comes complete with a cloth-bound 1 44-page book 
filled with antique record labels and marketing 
blurbs and homilies: the music inside is equally 
as fascinating - music for bamboo xylophones 
recorded circa 1910, Chinese Buddhist nuns, 
Cantonese Opera Troupes, the utterly bewitching 
'Badia's Dance' (Egypt, 1 930), yodellers and jug 
bands and stupid-ass novelty parlour records, 
traditional West Indian stomps and Zulu war dances, 
ragas and preachers and Oaxaca firework music. . . 
and crucially, the warmth talked of in the booklet 
seeps through the chrome and sheen, the long- 
departed humanity and sorrow almost crackling 
out through my speakers like I've juat wound one 
of the legendary Victrola record-players up and am 
beginning my voyage of discovery into music for the 
first time. We talk about secret histories here at Plan 
B when we want to indicate an untapped resource, 
an overlooked slipstream -this is a secret history to 
end all, plucked from the very edge of extinction. 
Next to it, other collections pale (unfairly). I'm 
not the biggest fan of Bob Dylan fans, but it's got 
to be said that if the ragged singer's The Theme 
Radio Hour is anything to go by, he has musical 
knowledge in depth. The emphasis during this 
50-song set taken from his BBC Radio 2 show 
is (unsurprisingly) on the vocal and storytelling 
traditions, but it's quite the primer for those not 



familiar with names such as Otis Rush, Charlie Rich, 
Betty Hall Jones, Louis Jordan, The Hurricanes. . . 
There are some neat twists (two versions of the 
apocryphal 'Pistol Packin' Mama' sitting side by side: 
Betty Hall Jones' excellent answer-type song to Louis 
Jordan's 'What's The Point In Getting Sober'; a few 
modern names such as The Modern Lovers, The 
White Stripes and The Clash) but I'd favour Victrola 
Favor/Yes over this any day, for one simple reason: 
the sound. It sounds like it's been made for radio, 
EQ-ed to such a degree it's impossible to tell the eras 
apart. Some might see this as a plus. I don't. 

I doubt R Stevie Moore would, either. The self- 
styled 'Godfather of home recording', like those 
who followed in his wake (Lou Barlow, The Dead C, 
The Freshies etal), understands that imperfection is 
part of the appeal, that the blips and pauses and lo- 
spun pianoforte are as vital to his music as the order 
the notes are played in. It's odd then, to hear his 
music (think The Beatles, Jad Fair, XTC, cheerily 
askew power pop) cleaned-up on this CD collection. 
Another 'forgotten' hero existing in popular music's 
countless slipstreams, Moore - like so many- is 
experiencing a renaissance thanks to that ultimate 
leveller, the Internet. I'd love to hear this on vinyl. 

The History Of Rhythm And Blues is a 
functional archive piece: not spectacular, but it does 
the job. It begins its 95-track education through 
blues, spirituals, boogie-woogie, ragtime and jive 
with one of the most out-there pieces of gospelising 
I've ever heard, Austin Coleman's totally demented 
'My Soul Is A Witness'. Great stuff, but the (clean) 
quality of sound means I'm likely to rip this and pass 
the physical entity along. 

Finally, Honest Jons have come up trumps with 
their finest comp since London's The Place For Me, 
Living Is Hard, a collection of West African Music 
in Britain, 1 927-1 929. God alone knows where they 
turned this stuff up from, but this is mightily moving 
stuff: often percussive (hand claps, foot stomping, 
the occasional drum), often a cappella with chant- 
song vocals and church-time rhythms, a unique 
vocal tradition that has long disappeared from these 
shores. Mesmerising. 
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The La's 



The La's Deluxe Edition (Universal) 

The La's sole album, when it was eventually 
released in 1 990, was famously nowhere 
near the vision Lee Mavers and the boys 
had, and they ran through several producers 
in the search for the 'perfect' sound. Two CDs 
for the deluxe reissue, then, one featuring 
the original LP plus some extra radio and 
TV sessions, and a second disc featuring 
a host of versions and remixes, including 
the Mike Hedges-produced sessions in their 
entirety (and very good - and noticeably 
different - they are too). But rather than 
the definitive version of the album being 
found, the waters are further muddied. 
Although the insight into the process will 
doubtless delight fans, it still feels like poking 
a dead body with a stick to see what kind 
of maggots fall out. 
Joe Shooman 



The Microphones 



TheGlowPt2(K) 

I could list a bunch of entirely rational friends 
who've been bewitched by this record for 
years; people who usually police praise with 
qualifiers swoon into moonsick hyperbole. 
Such has been the (mostly invisible) reach 
of Phil Elvrum's carefully wayward fragments 
that you probably do, too. So what's the 
hold of this bag o'zephyrs? Well, if there 
is an ongoing psychic arms race between 
sincerity and irony, The Glow Pt 2 marks 
one of the eerily empty historical battlefields 
where the former massed its company 
(through ensemble playing), captured 
close-up intimacy (pinpoint production) 
and natural arrangements allowing brambly 
imperfections to stop the whole dissolving 
into the syrup of sentiment or orchestral 
yawn. Now repackaged with 'Other Songs 
And Destroyed Versions' -which doubles the 
number of micro-raptures on offer, resisting 
the beauty enclosed may make you look like 
a cynical badass, but likewise leave you 
friendless. Yr call, genius. 
kicking_k 



The Mission 



Carved In Sand/Grains Of Sand 

(Mercury) 

Masque (Mercury) 

Suspension of disbelief is key to the 
appreciation of these infamous escapees 
from Andrew Eldritch's Chemical Convent 
- something amply demonstrated by 
reissues of the heavy-selling Carved in Sand 
(bundled with the bits-and-bobs of Grains) 
and alarming 'new direction' of Masque. 
Cynicism, though, is an ugly trait and the 
only nuns here are blue; especially during 
Masque's boozy perusal of Wayne Hussey's 
little black book, accompanied by rapid beats 
and Eastern-through-a-Western-lens strings. 
Rather more trad-goth are the bombastic 
efforts of Carved In Sand. Housing some of 
The Mish's better high fantasy outings -the 
Arthurian antics of 'Deliverance' and dewy 
romance of 'Butterfly On A Wheel' -Carved 
also offers their worst, a maudlin murder of 
Steinbeck's Grapes Of Wrath. Fun, then, to 
play 'select a better album' with the spares 
found on GrainsC Hands Across The Ocean' 
should've made it), and to wince at more 
of Hussey's lyrical atrocities. The addition of 
further bonus cuts and a scattering of live 
covers means it's a lengthy old romp - but 
one with a stupid grin and a jaunty cigarette. 
Peter Parrish 



PW Long 



God Bless The Drunkard's Dog 
(Southern) 

That surly dude downing spirits with grim 
determination at the bar, he might be the 
greatest whiskey-slugging, hootin'-tootin', 
guitar-slinging songwriter you've never seen. 
This troubadour has been stomping out sour- 
faced blues as, if you must, William Elliott 
Whitmore's spiritual father for much of living 
memory, minus anybody's damn approval, 
PW Long won't want your pity though. 
He's too busy healing a perpetually battered 
heart the only way he knows how. And all 
that yearning, longing and loving gone 
wrong can be approximated in just two lines 
that conclude 'Jackie Lake': "Was it so wrong 
to be/Someone who belonged to me? " 
Success, as prolonged happiness, has evaded 
him thus far. It's heartbreaking to consider 
as such, for few others can exorcise their 
demons in a skeletal half hour. Pour the 
man another drink, motherfucker. 
Adam Anonymous 



Sleep Research Facility 



Nostromo (Cold Spring) 

This 2001 reissue from dark ambient/ 
isolationist/noise label Cold Spring sent me 
to sleep on second listen, and thus passes 
the first test for any ambient CD.To the 
conscious, workaday ear it sounds like any of 
the thousand other amorphous, atmospheric 
works floating (pun intended) out there. But 
lie down, turn out the lights, close your eyes, 
and you can hearthe hidden hissing and 
pulsing of the cosmos, the churning of the 
machineries that produce the abomination 
we call the world. Distant, dark-toned synths 
throb and wommm in layers that shift and 
transform with the speed of glaciers; sounds 
tremble and decay out into black infinity. Yes, 
I know, it's just our old friend, the Kantian 
sublime - aesthetic sensations so vast and 
formless they overwhelm the senses - again, 
but what the hell, it's a pleasant example. 
Daniel Barrow 



Sunn O))) 



00Void (Southern Lord/Daymare) 

00Void\N3S where Sunn 0))) were 
doing their best Earth tribute, churning 
through treacly riffs with a single-minded 
determination never to raise the temperature 
above that required to freeze hell over. In 
that respect it's at a purer stage of their 
mission to loosen bowels with the power 
of low-frequency speaker abuse than how 
the sound has evolved, extraneous noises 
dropped into the sub-basement of the mix 
as bizarre textural accompaniment. 

Steven Stapleton of Nurse With Wound 
brought avant garde skull-scraping to the 
doomy theatrics when he joined Sunn 0)) 
at Meltdown last year, and the NWW remix 
disc on the Daymare edition unravels from 
ginormous drone orchestrations to insect 
radio soundscapes.The sinister cut-up vocals 
disintegrate into shards of breaking glass on 
the ominous 'Ash On TheTrees', making for 
stuff to really freak the living blacklight out 
of yourself on headphones at nighttoo. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Wildbirds And Peacedrums 



Heartcore (Leaf) 

I copped out of reviewing Heartcorewhen 
it first emerged last year on Swedish label 
Found You; I was literally stuck for words. 
Luckily Leaf's re-release offers a second 










Baby Dee 

The Robin's Tiny Throat (DurtroJnana) 

Baby Dee's recent Thrill Jockey release, Safe Inside The 
Day, is a rollicking collection of songs; a cabaret of saints, 
albinos, innocents and villains for which the singer, harpist 
and pianist joined forces with collaborators including Will 
Oldham and Andrew WK. This reissue of Dee's first two albums, Little 
Window (2000) and Love's Small Song (2002), plus her 2005 EP 'Made For 
Love', is something quite other, its hushed, solitary ballads so breakable 
-their membranes so translucent and delicate -that you want to build 
them a nest. Little Window, while bookended with a couple of folksy 
accordion instrumental, uses the cooing voice and rolling piano to draw 
in easy listeners, then leaves them bare-hearted and love-scared. Dee's 
androgynous, sonorous voice exudes resignation and want, sincerity and 
artifice in equal measure, the same way 'A Weakness For Roses' goes from 
Bartok-styled folksong to arpeggiated piano ballad, then into the resigned, 
loungey shrug of the refrain. Dee is master and mistress of outros: "Shouldn't 
you have a morning?" she repeats low-down over the rising final chords of 
'What About My Father?', as all your untimely losses drift by, taken by the 
clouds in a slow upwards waltz. 

Love's Small Song's arrangements are more fleshed out, with Dee's harp 
making its first appearance and the accordion harmonising with the piano. 
The songs thus take on a more formal and fantastical air, suffused with the 
mornings, evenings, light, stars, birds and death that flickered through their 
predecessor but now more twinkling and ornate. Yet love is still distant, and 
childhood's fears are inseparable from present unease- "Jesus got my mom 
in there, and beat her up so bad" , Dee sings, wondering and distressed. 
After my first Baby Dee gig late last year, I emailed a friend to ask about 
a song I liked, the one about " Morning, stars, and being miles away from 
something" . While I realised at the time that such a description could have 
many matches in Dee-world, it was Love's Small Song's 'Small Wonder'- 
and its title does well enough to describe every song on this collection. 
Frances Morgan 







chance, even though every glued-together 
phrase seems to obscure, rather than convey 
boldness. Perhaps the best description is 
that it's the blues without the blue. Notes are 
bent into the shapes of feelings, but there's 
no sign of 1 2-bar monotony in the courtship 
of MariamWallentin's vocals and Andreas 
Werliin's intuitive percussion, a set-up that 
fills spaces with buoyant melodies and 
curled-up tenderness. Shaking tambourines 
for sheer fun, overwhelming with a chorus of 
overdubs or content to leave echoes hanging 
in the air, it's freak-folk made by people who 
bounce out of bed in the morning. Unlike me, 
they nail being eloquent first time. 
Abi Bliss 



Zeni Geva 



Maximum Money Monster 
(Cold Spring) 

As an embittered, lonely teenager- primarily 
because my first girlfriend, a Muslim named 
Sophie, was prohibited by her parents from 
seeing me, like, ever - 1 used to travel from 
Middlesex to Ealing Broadway with the 



purpose of trawling record shops for 
unpleasant music I'd read about in Melody 
Makeror Lime Lizard. On one such 
expedition, I came across Zeni Geva's Nai-Ha 
for 50p in a secondhand shop. I remembered 
a review which compared the Japanese band 
to Slayer, so I grabbed it. It didn't sound like 
Slayer. It was visceral and exciting, but it 
wasn't thrash, and the tape had already 
deteriorated, so the band sounded as if they 
were being smothered by duvet-beasts as 
they played. I think I still have it somewhere. 
It probably sounds even worse (better?) now. 

Crossfade to 2008. I'm no longer 
embittered or lonely and Cold Spring have 
remastered Zeni Geva's third album, and 
with the benefit of the intervening years 
of muso geekishness I can discern that the 
band were a post-Swans riot of thudding 
percussion and industrial-strength repetition 
with an added layer of green vocal bile 
provided by future ambient superstar KK 
Null. It's truly horrible, utterly hypnotic and 
I love it.That's it. That's all there is. 
Joseph Stannard 



my stylus: diamanda galas 



The Crazy World Of 
Arthur Brown 

The Crazy World Of Arthur 
Brown (Polydor) 

"The voice of Arthur Brown 
| is radical and the organ of 
Vincent Crane monstrously 
cool. Great composition, chord changes, ■ 

words, changes of tempo and dynamics; The Crazy World of Arthur 
Brown were the first midnight trippers, theatrical and quite 
sophisticated. Arthur's dancing reminds me of the Radical Faeries in 
NYC and my homosexual husband, AIDS activist Carl Valentino, who 
used to go into restaurants loudly singing with whatever music they 
would have on the radio, and say, 'Look, you put the music on: I'm just 
applauding yourtaste!' lalwaystold him I would do that song. And 
I will. And he'll hear it in hell, where he's being featured now." 
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OK, so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
Tindersticks. Please quote your favorite here. 

" Dark. . .rainy London streets. . .faded grandeur, 
etc." 

What is the biggest misconception about 
the band? 

"That we are miserable intellectuals. (I just had 
a problem spelling that.)" 

The most over-used adjective(s) about 
your sound? 

"Melancholic, romantic." 

What word never gets used that should? 

"Playful." 

What concept or detail is always missed? 

"My melodica playing." 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told 
in an interview? 

"That I was black." 

Do you read your own press releases? Do you 
feel they represent you adequately? 

" Depends. We try to ask people to write them 
who we think have some kind of understanding. 
When we started out, David would write a little 
story to go with the record. I kind of miss that. 
I don't miss so much hand-making thousands 
of sleeves." 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? What was the 
weirdest one? 

" For myself and David to stand on a table, embrace 
each other in a ballroom dancing kind of way, with 
roses between our teeth. We do try to give people 
what they want, but. . . " 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"That I was black." 



Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve the band, even only in spotting 
a mistake or providing a second opinion? 

" I once read a review of Waiting For The Moon that 
articulated my whispering doubts. Gave me a deep 
dislike for the journalist." 

If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature 
and why? Who would you put on 
the cover? 

"All my heroes are losers; it saddens me that I aspire 
to be like them." 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"Raise an eyebrow." 



'Dark... rainy London 
streets... faded 
grandeur, etc' 



Do you ever Google yourself? What's the 
best/worst/weirdest experience resulting 
from this? 

" I had a look on Youtube once and discovered 
lots of people making their own little films to our 
songs. My favourite was of a 'not quite together' 
performance of a group gymnastics display. " 

What's the favorite of your record covers and 
why? What does it, y'know, say about you? 

"Sometimes I'm more proud of the sleeves than 
the music. With my first solo album, I found myself 
saying to people, 'Yeah, but have you seen the 
cover. . . ?' I suppose with [new Tindersticks album] 
The Hungry Saw, it says, 'Here is a man that is 
prepared to stand on a stool for two days and 
carve this into his kitchen wall with a screwdriver'. " 



What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"Approaching our fourth album, Simple Pleasure, 
I was so desperate for change, maybe I suggested 
we should all have skinheads and big sideburns, 
maybe I provided sketches... In the end, I think we 
reached a compromise and all got a trim." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band? 

"I'm proud of all our work with Martin Wallace. 
He's so involved, he even changes the songs so he 
can make better films." 

Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? Where? 

"Our first album had a flamenco dancer on the 
front, lots of (kind of) flamenco guitar, trumpets - 
it sold more or less everywhere, apart from Spain." 

Where are you biggest, geographically? 

" Portugal (it's the Fado). " 

What product/service/organisation would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? 

"We were once asked for one of our songs to be 
used in a big advertising campaign. I was called 
into this West End ad agency, and was asked if 
we could change the arrangement of the song 
slightly. I sat there thinking, 'This is insane, change 
one of our songs. . .for an advert! ?' I had no concept 
of money." 

What kind of film and/or scene would you 
most like your music to soundtrack? Have you 
had any bad experiences in this sphere? 

"Good/bad? Just something that is kind of inert. 
Mind you, I've never had so many phone calls 
as when 'Tiny Tears' got used in The Sopranos. 
I've still never seen it. If I was pissed I could rant 
on a little about filmmakers needing to borrow 
a little authenticity." 

Have you ever covered a song 'cause you 
think you can do it better than the original? 
Have you ever covered a song by a band you 
didn't like? 

"[Odyssey's] 'If You Are Looking for A Way Out'. 
When this was around, I was in my early teens. 
In the youth clubs it was all Northern Soul and disco. 
For a few of us, if we took the records with us and 
badgered the DJ, we would get maybe three punk 
singles played. The dancefloor would clear and 
half a dozen of us would jump and push each 
other around for 1 minutes to 'Oh Bondage', 
or something -the highlight of the week. Even 
though I hated it on principle, I was never able to 
get this disco smoocher out of my head. " 

Who's the worst (or weirdest) band that you 
ever supported? 

"We have only ever supported one band, the Bad 
Seeds, so I guess..." 

Who was the worst (or weirdest) that ever 
supported you? 

"They have all been hand-picked and lovely. ' 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

"A number of (scary) painted portraits of myself, 
or... visions!" 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? 

"Tell me a little about your album. 

What was your answer? 

"Well..." 
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"Grand Drive's Danny Wilson enlists help from pals 

Goldrush, Drakes & Electric Soft Parade - a collective 

that rallies around his homespun, acoustic-pop treats 

to exuberant effect" 

**** MOJO 



www.thechampionsoftheworM.c 



pionsoftheworldl 
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Willard Grant Conspiracy 

"Sombre, imperious, awash with lush orchestration, 
gospel choirs, and poignant songs of yearning and 
redemption - the new album Pilgrim Road sounds 
like a magisterial career high for Robert Fisher's 
ever mutating collective" UNCUT 

. Pilgrim Road Orchestra Tour 2008 
with special guest Howe Gelb 



May 14 Manchester Academy 2 

May 15 Edinburgh Queens Hall 

May 16 Nottingham Rescue Rooms 

May 17 Bristol Trinity 

May 18 London Bloomsbury Theatre 

New album "Pilgrim Road" out May 5th 2008 
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New Album 

The Felice Brothers 

VJCD177 



Tour Dates 2008 

May 24 Newcastle 

May 25 Glasgow 

May 26 Leeds 

May 27 Manchester 

May 28 Dublin 

May 29 London 



Goto 

loosemusic.com 

for more info - 

live dates - downloads 




Tonight At The Arizona 

VJCD171 

2007 



Cluny 
King Tut's 
HIFI 

Night & Day 
Sugar Club 
100 Club 



LCOlEhtlilCCClH 



PORTISHEAD THIRD 

THE NEW ALBUM 
28,04.08 



Limited Edition Eoj* Set available now to pj-e- order frofn *ww . por t is hea d . co , u ft 



